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Prologue: Ichigo 
Kugiyama’s First Love and 
Heartbreak. 


Ichigo Kugiyama has had a crush on someone since he was 
a child. 


It was his older childhood friend, Sakura. 


She always had the scent of lavender flowers, mixed with 
citrus fruit. 


Her waist-length black hair was so well-groomed that it 
almost looked fake, and it always shone beautifully, 
reflecting the light from the sun. 


Her skin was clear and fair. 


She had a well-defined face with a smooth bridge on the 
nose. 


Her eyes were a little slanted, but when she closed her 
eyes, her long eyelashes showed their presence, giving off a 
sexy atmosphere that was unchildlike. 


The way she lifted the edge of her peach-colored lips and 
smiled was so attractive that it looked like a painting, and it 
still remains vivid in his memory. 


Near Ichigo’s house, Sakura lived in a large house where her 
family ran their business. She was a young lady with a 
dignified and cultured manner. 


However, she was not pretentious nor arrogant. She had a 
friendly and easygoing personality, giving off the impression 
of an open-minded girl. 


“The weather’s beautiful today right, Ichi?” 
Ichi - That’s right, she called Ichigo by his nickname. 


She was Ichigo’s childhood friend, three years older than 
him. 


In other words, she was like a big sister to Ichigo. His 
feelings were like a brother respecting his sister. 


Those feelings, combined with her appearance, words, 
actions, and the time they casually spent together, 
somehow turned Ichigo’s feelings into love. 


He was in love with Sakura. 


She had been with him since childhood, and he found 
himself attracted to her. 


“Sakura, next time, let’s go play at the park outside of town 
| told you about before.” 


“Sure, let’s go. Should | make and pack a bento for us?” 
When was the first time he became aware of his feelings? 


Regarding his feelings, he never uttered a word about it, nor 
did he ever search for the cause to be sure that his feelings 
had started then. 





Rather, he was avoiding it. 


Perhaps it was because Ichigo himself was embarrassed. 
Still, he harbored feelings for her. 


He wanted to be with her all the time. He wanted to 
entertain her, to make her think he was funny. He began to 
have a desire to satisfy her. 


To his older girl-friend, he wanted to please her. 


A special person... He wanted her to think of him that way. 
Different from how she viewed him back then. 


“Then, I’ll go to Sakura’s house at XX.XX in the morning.” 
“Roger that. I’ll be ready and waiting by then.” 


The smiling Sakura was like a goddess overflowing with 
compassion. 


Whenever the younger Ichigo called her names, she never 
got angry. 


He felt a slight sense of superiority that Sakura had 
accepted him calling her by her first name. 


However, for Sakura, it was probably as simple as being 
called by her close younger brother. 


Still, Ichigo’s thoughts were different. 


Unlike her parents, her family, her friends, and all the other 
adults she respected and admired... Ichigo wanted to be 
Sakura’s lover. 


In order to achieve that, Ichigo, who was only an elementary 
school student at that time, did a lot of things. He suggested 
that they go to various places, giving her handmade gifts, 
and so on. Although all his efforts were only based ona 
child’s imagination and limited by financial resources, he did 
all those things to make her happy. However, there was only 
so much that a child could do. 


His financial ability, energy, and knowledge were not even 
close to her classmates, let alone her. 


Sakura was popular. 


Because of her looks and charm, it was only natural that 
Ichigo was not the only one who was in love with her. He 
often saw her talking with boys in her class. 


He felt envious of the older boys who were the same age as 
her and could treat her as a person of equal status. 


Regardless, Ichigo was seen as a younger brother to Sakura. 
She always treated Ichigo with the attitude of an older 
sister. 


-And ultimately that relationship was not changed until the 
end. 


While Ichigo was rushing headlong into his love for her, she 
was having problems of her own. And before Ichigo was 
aware of it, it was already steadily progressing like a 
disease... Suddenly one day, he was told the result. 


When Ichigo was in his first year of junior high school, 
Sakura graduated from junior high school and left for abroad 
with her fiancé. 


The fiancé was much older than Sakura, and was a well- 
known businessman in the vegetable world. 


When his parents first explained to me what was going on, 
he didn’t understand what they were saying or what was 
happening. 


Sakura was going to disappear from my life. 


He didn’t want to see the dangling messy fact in front of 
him. Ichigo was dumbfounded for a few days... but 
gradually, he was able to drink in the details of the 
situation. 


At the time, Sakura’s family had failed in their business and 
was in a lot of debt. 


It was said that the president of the company saved Sakura 
by making her his bride. 


Ichigo had no idea. 


Behind the smile that Sakura always gave to him, she was 
facing such harsh reality. 


He felt angry at himself for not knowing that. 


At the same time, he was disappointed to realize that he 
had made her worried unnecessarily and did nothing to help 
solve her problem. 


After all, Sakura only thought of him to that extent, he 
thought. 


The thought of him being nothing more than that to Sakura, 
accelerated in his mind. 


But... In the end, he came to accept that there was nothing 
he could’ve done as a child. 


No - It was probably a matter of giving up. 


Sakura suddenly disappeared from Ichigo’s life without 
saying a single word. 


Looking back on it now, it was probably just another act of 
kindness on her part. 


He hasn’t seen Sakura again since then. 


Thus, Ichigo’s young and innocent first love ended in 
heartbreak. 


Even so, time kept passing... 


Chapter 1: Daughter of My 
First Love 


Standing in front of the coffee machine in the break room, 
he pressed the ‘latte’ button. 


Perhaps it was because there was nobody else inside the 
room, the familiar sound of the machine running, sounded a 
little louder. 


After a short moment, just the right amount and consistency 
of coffee was brewed and poured into a mug filled with 
creaming powder, resulting in a light brown liquid. 


In the company, many people found it unusual that he only 
drank sweet coffee, but the reason why there were so many 
people who liked their coffee black was probably because 
there were alSo many people who liked to smoke. 


As a person who did not smoke, he was unable to 
empathize. 


(...!’ve always had a sweet tooth to begin with.) 


His hair was black and cut at an appropriate length, so even 
if he didn’t style it, it wouldn’t give off a sloppy impression. 
On top, he wore a shirt with no tie, and on the bottom, he 
wore Slacks and walking shoes. He was dressed in a way 
that gave a fresh impression of cleanliness and vitality. His 
face, while still youthful, had the air of an adult. 


Ichigo Kugiyama was standing by the window, looking out as 
he sipped his latte from his mug. 


In the high blue sky, voluminous clouds with a hint of black 
were drifting by - A sky typical of the pre-summer season. 


It was the rainy season. 


He thought it was Golden Week just a few days ago, but now 
the August Obon Festival is already approaching. 


(The next busy season is just around the corner...) 
As he thought about this, Ichigo let out a sigh 
“Not enough sleep?” 


Before he came to realize, another person had arrived in the 
break room. 


Judging from the lighter and cigarette he was holding in his 
hand, he seemed to have just come back from the smoking 
room. 


Unlike Ichigo, he was wearing clothes that were more work- 
appropriate and easier to move around in. 


He was a subordinate male employee, younger than Ichigo. 


“Lately, we’ve been busy with a lot of new events, like 
changes to the sales floor, and construction of new 
facilities.” 


“I guess... But it was thanks to everyone that we were able 
to accomplish all of that.” 


Ichigo smiled as he said this. 


“Again with this... It was all thanks to the manager’s-“ 
“Manager Kugiyama.” 

Then, another staff member came into the break room. 

It was a new female employee who just joined that spring. 
“The Regional Manager is here.” 


“Is it urgent? Right now, the manager is on break, so talk to 
the regional manager and buy time for a wh-” 


“No, it’s okay. I'll see him right now.” 


Ichigo poured the latte down his throat in one gulp and put 
the mug in the sink. 


“I’m probably going to start patrolling now, if anything 
happens, call me on the extension.” 


“Roger.” 
“Yas.” 
After saying that, Ichigo left the break room. 


Inside the room, the new female employee and the other 
male employee were left behind. 


“It’s tough for the manager, isn’t it?” 
“Yeah... But | respect him.” 


The male employee said as he made himself a cup of coffee 
on the coffee machine. 


Truly, he respects him from the bottom of his heart. 


“| guess that’s the kind of ‘capable adult’ that this company 
trusts.” 


-Fifteen years have passed since the day Sakura 
disappeared. 


-The 28 year old Ichigo Kugiyama, is currently working as a 
store manager at a large and nationwide chain department 
store. 


“You seem to be doing pretty well for your first time as 
manager.” 


The department store, which has a vast sales floor area, was 
crowded with visitors. 


The store Ichigo’s in charge of is located at the corner of 
NSC / Neighborhood Shopping Center. An outlet mall where 
independent stores are scattered throughout the site, built a 
little farther from the center of the city. 


The department store sells everything, from daily 
necessities, to furniture, to materials and tools needed for 
renovation, construction, and even the now popular DIY 
projects. 


While taking a look around the store, Ichigo was currently 
talking to the Regional Manager, the person in charge of 
overseeing and managing all the stores in the area. 


The Regional Manager was a small, stocky, short, 
bespectacled man of mature years. He has had a long 
career with the company and was a relatively mild- 
mannered and easy to deal with type of boss. 


“The proposal you submitted seems to be very effective. 
Keeping the best sellers in mind, developing the sales floor 
area so that it stimulates the people’s motivation to 
purchase stuff, does seem to lead to better results. Sales 
are as strong as ever.” 


To the manager who showered him with excessive 
compliments, Ichigo returned a wry smile. 


“| just made the proposals based on staff, surrounding 
stores, and hot sales topics on social media. | did make the 
plans, but it’s the subordinates and part-time workers who 
did all the work.” 


To Ichigo’s humble reply, The Regional Manager patted him 
on the shoulder and said, “That’s the job of a good 
manager.” 


As they were just approaching the storefront. 


“Huh?” There, at a special corner set up in the store, The 
Regional Manager noticed that several part-timers were 
doing some kind of solicitation. “That is...?” 


“As | reported in the Weekly Management the other day, this 
is a strategy aimed at increasing the number of customers 
by assigning more staff to do more advertising in the 
stores.” 


“Ah, | thought the store was focusing on getting app 
members?” 


A relatively elderly customer was seen having difficulty 
operating a handheld smartphone, and a group of part-time 
students stood beside him, helping him install an app that 
the company had previously created and distributed. 


“Yes, we have young part-timers who are mechanically 
inclined to help older customers sign up for the app. We also 
inform them about the special deals and systems we have in 
place, so that they would come back again and again. Our 
goal is to get repeating customers.” 


“As expected, you’re quick to act once you find your target.” 
The Regional Manager looked up at Ichigo with a smile on 
his face. “Ambitious and talented. It might not be long 
before you get your next promotion.” 


“Haha, I’d rather work and lounge around in this position.” 
As the two of them were having this conversation, 
“Oh, look, it’s The Manager and The Regional Manager.” 


While Ichigo was taking a look around the store with the 
manager, the staff noticed them. 


It was the part-time college students who were advertising 
at the store. 


“Looks like The Manager is getting compliments again.” 
“So he gets along with The Regional Manager...” 
“Is the manager a promising prospect?” 


“Of course... In the first place, it’s amazing that at the age 
of 28, he’s already the store manager of an S-ranked store.” 


“S-ranked store?” 


“The top-selling store of the year. That’s how highly the 
company values the store.” 


When one of the part-timers raised a question, another 
explained. 


“Eh...? Then, his pay must be pretty good, no?” A part-time 
female college student also joined in. 


“If you exclude the executive class, he’s getting one of the 
best treatments from the company, but that’s only a rumor | 
heard.” 


“Eh, is that so?!” 


“What are you all talking about?” Sensing they were excited 
about something, Ichigo approached them and said. 


“Oh, Store Manager, where’s The Regional Manager?” 


“He just finished his patrol, so he’s heading back to his 
office. So, did you see him talking to me in any way?” 


“Nothing, sir.” 

“We were just talking about some prime real estate.” 

Two part-time female college students looked at each other. 
“Prime real estate? Are you looking for a place to live?” 
“No, that’s not it.” 

“Is Manager an airhead?” 


The part-time girls were laughing at him. Of course, Ichigo 
himself knew what he was Saying. 


“Hey, does Manager have a girlfriend?” 


“Right now? I’m free.” 


“Eh, that’s surprising. | thought you’d be popular with the 
girls, Manager.” 


The part-timers got excited. 
Ichigo was praised, but he didn’t look too happy about it. 


...Whenever talks about romance come up, he always 
seems reluctant. That was why he had a dim look on his 
face. 


The sun was setting, and the night was falling in the sky. 


“Yes, yes ...| understand. Then, you can leave the office as 
you are. Thank you for your hard work.” 


Ichigo received a call from the assistant manager at the 
store. 


After receiving the report that the store was closing, Ichigo 
hung up his cell phone. 


Ichigo had left the store early today, and upon returning 
home, he visited the station near his house. The area 
around the station was quite prosperous, with many 
restaurants and apparel stores lining the street. 


At a café terrace in one corner of the building, he was doing 
some paperwork, and he was just finishing up. 


“| should go home.” 
Turning off his laptop, Ichigo left the cafe. 


It takes about 20 minutes to walk from the store to his 
house that the company provided. Today, Ichigo chose to 


walk as a form of exercise. 
“Hah...” 


Walking with a laptop in one hand takes a certain amount of 
energy. 


As he walked along the sidewalk, lit by streetlights, Ichigo 
let out a deep breath. 


He took a look around, but at that hour on a weekday, the 
streets were sparsely populated. 


Then, from across the street, a couple, a man and a woman, 
could be seen. 


They’re probably students - Ichigo thought. 


As the couple were chatting and laughing, the couple and 
Ichigo passed each other. 


(...Eh? Is this a present...?) 


At a glance, the woman could be seen holding a paper bag 
which seemed to be containing something important. From 
what could be heard from the conversation, it seemed to be 
a gift from her boyfriend. 


(Is this perhaps... a present for my birthday?) 


Ichigo pondered over what the present could be. At this time 
of the year, he thought it was probably a room fragrance or 
a body soap... 


Ichigo realized that he guessed that way probably because 
he’s running a department store of his own. From looking at 
how they looked, they were probably high school students. 


So the present was probably something more 
straightforward, something like... accessories... 


As he thought about this, memories of his childhood friend - 
Sakura, came back invading his mind. 


Ichigo had also given Sakura a birthday present. However, 
as he was only a child back then, he was unable to prepare 
anything expensive. 


Therefore, Ichigo, who had always been good with his 
hands, decided to make up for his lack of financial resources 
with his creativity. Using his mother’s lifestyle magazines as 
a reference, Ichigo made his own scented candles, sweets, 
and other things to give to Sakura. 


And for her birthday present, he made her silver accessories 
out of sterling silver clay... Looking back, the idea was so 
childish that he almost shuddered from embarrassment. 


‘Wow... Thank you, Ichi. I'll cherish it.’ 


He couldn’t believe that even now, he still remembers 
Sakura’s voice and expression of delight. 


In response to his present, Sakura made homemade sweets 
for Ichigo’s birthday. 


It was a faintly sweet and sour memory. 


Her long black hair that looked like it was fake, her smooth 
nasal line, her long eyelashes, her peach-colored lips, her 
smile... 


It has been 15 years since then. Ichigo is currently living a 
fulfilling life, both financially and socially. 


However, when it comes to love, he is still a little hazy. He 
knows that it’s crazy that a 28 year old man is still dragging 
the memory of his first love at his age... But that’s just how 
much Sakura means to Ichigo, and that’s a memory that will 
never fade. 


As he felt a sense of helplessness at the current situation, 
Ichigo lowered his head and let out a sigh, “Hah...” 


Feeling small and depressed, Ichigo said, “Maybe I'll get a 
drink and go home...” 


As if attracted by the light, Ichigo entered a convenience 
store that was just around the corner. 


He already had the ingredients for dinner at home, so he 
was just going to buy some alcohol. Today, he wanted to 
drink something a little strong to take things off his mind. 
Ichigo bought whiskey and soda water. Leaving the 
convenience store, Ichigo resumed his walk home, thinking, 
“I’m going home and have a highball.” 


-That’s when it happened. 
“Hey, it’s fine, right?” 


Just outside of the bustling shopping area, on a cobblestone 
sidewalk, Ichigo found himself in the middle of the street, 
and he heard the sound of such a wild and crude voice. 


He looked over and saw a man and a woman who seemed 
to be in some kind of dispute. No... Upon closer observation, 
it seemed that the woman was in the midst of being tangled 
up by the man. 


The man, who looked mature, was acting suspiciously. 


There was a can of high-alcohol liquor lying at the guy’s 
feet, probably bought at a convenience store nearby, or 
maybe even the one Ichigo just stopped by. 


Apparently, he was drunk. 


The girl, on the other hand, seemed to be in high school 
given her uniform from an all-girls school, which was quite 
famous in the area. 


She was just a little outside of the street lamp light, so 
Ichigo couldn’t see her face clearly, but he could tell that 
she had a vaguely feminine atmosphere. 


“Let’s talk for a bit.” The drunk man said as he asked her to 
be her companion. 


Ichigo couldn’t even tell if the guy was serious or just 
playing around. 


But the high school girl did not take an overtly disgusted 
attitude. 


“Um, I’m ina bit of trouble, so I’m in a hurry...” She said 
with a strained smile. 


However, even if she seemed calm on the surface, she was 
clearly in trouble. Perhaps it was the time of day, but there 
were not many people around the place. Passersby who 
happened to pass by ignored them, probably because 
they’re either in a hurry or not wanting to get involved. 


Can’t be helped... Ichigo thought. 


“Excuse me.” 


Upon his spontaneous decision, Ichigo immediately stepped 
in between the drunk and the high school girl. 


Even in his own store, part-timers sometimes get tangled up 
with customers. Ways to deal with such a situation firmly 
are already ingrained in Ichigo’s head. 


Both the drunk and the high school girl stopped in their 
tracks when Ichigo suddenly appeared in front of them. 


“She doesn’t seem to like it, so could you please stop?” 
Ichigo said as he stood in front of the drunk man. 


The guy then said, “What?” Sounding upset and slurred. 


“She’s a minor, and excessive behavior could be considered 
coercion.” 


Without raising his voice or becoming overly coercive, Ichigo 
simply stated the situation. Ichigo took a very mature 
approach to the situation. 


The drunk man, on the other hand, said with increasing 
hostility, “You are? It’s none of your business.” 


There was no other way, Ichigo thought. 
“It actually is. The girl is a part-timer at our store.” 


If Ichigo insinuates that she is connected to him, the two-on- 
one composition would be more strongly embossed, and the 
other person might be deflated. 


It was a legitimate lie to set the scene, and it would be a 
good excuse later on. 


However, the drunk didn’t listen, saying, “I don’t give a 
damn about that.” 


The situation escalated. The drunk didn’t seem to want to 
talk to him... No, the conversation never even started in the 
first place. In other words, he must be very drunk. 


Ichigo could tell that the high school girl behind him was 
frightened by the drunk who bared his fangs with empty 
eyes. 


On the contrary however, Ichigo was relieved. The guy not 
being able to communicate was actually very convenient for 
them. 


Ichigo whispered to the high school girl, “Can you run?” 
“ER?” 


In the next moment, Ichigo took the high school girl’s hand 
and ran from the scene at once. 


The other party was an elderly drunk. He couldn’t react to 
Ichigo’s sudden action, and by the time he realized, they 
had already disappeared from right in front of him. 


Screams could be heard, but the drunk didn’t seem to be 
chasing after Ichigo and the girl. 


With that, the situation was handled. 


If he was that drunk, he probably won’t even remember 
what just happened when he wakes up - Ichigo thought. 


The two of them ran for a while and came to a residential 
area. 


“I think we’ll be okay here.” 


As Ichigo let go of her hand, the high school girl put her 
hands on her knees and began to breathe deeply. 


“Sorry, | started running suddenly like that.” 
“N-No...” 


Eventually, her breathing calmed down, and the high school 
girl looked up. 


Earlier, it was dark, and Ichigo had to deal with the drunk so 
he didn’t get to see her face clearly. Now that they’re here, 
Ichigo was finally able to see her face. 


He was surprised and speechless. 

Her hair was long and black and it reached her waist. 

Her skin was clear and transparent. 

Her face was well-defined with a smooth bridge on her nose. 
Slightly slanted eyes with long, sexy eyelashes. 
Peach-colored lips. 

It’s what she looked like back then. 

It’s the same as it was then. 


Her face looked exactly like that of his childhood friend, 
Sakura. 


“Um...” 


The shock was so great that Ichigo’s eyes widened and he 
was left speechless. 


Sakura is... No! She was only in the form of Sakura. 


“Thank you very much.” 


“...What?” 
“You helped me, didn’t you...?” 
“Ah, no... But I’m glad | didn’t butt in unnecessarily.” 


“It wasn’t unnecessary at all... | was really scared that | 
couldn’t even ask for help. You really helped me.” The girl 
said, a little teary-eyed. 


Trembling, she wiped away the tears on her long eyelashes. 


It was the same. Ichigo’s chest heaved and the back of his 
throat quivered. 


His mind was perturbed, so much so that he couldn’t even 
analyze the situation whether it was just a hallucination or 
reality. 


“Um... Excuse me, my house is actually just around the 
corner.” The girl said as she pointed towards a dark alley 
where the street lamp was out. “So... If possible, | would like 
to thank you.” 
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Even in the midst of confusion, frustration, astonishment, 
and various other emotions... Ichigo knew that a working 
adult following a high school girl to her home was in no way 
fine. 


“You don’t have to thank me.” 
But then, 


“.,.But It’s late at night, and it’s not like there’s no 
possibility for you not to get in trouble again, so I'll take you 
home.” 


Ichigo said that, and he felt as if he was driven by an 
unseen force. 


“We're almost there.” 
“Ah, yeah...” 


After saving a high school girl from a drunk man, Ichigo 
ended up walking with her to her apartment. At first, he was 
Shocked that a girl with a face that looked exactly like 
Sakura appeared in front of him, but as time went by, he 
was finally able to start thinking calmly. 


(...1’m just sending her home... | have no other intentions.) 


Ichigo tried to not be conscious for a moment as she looked 
like his first love, even exactly as when he fell for her. 


If he’s taking her home like this, Ichigo thought he should at 
least explain the situation properly to her family. 


So, while envisioning what would happen later, Ichigo asked 
the high school girl next to him, 


“Is your family at home right now?” 


“I don’t have any family. | live alone.” 


In terms of high school students living alone, Ichigo has met 
many people with different situations in his career. In this 
day and age, he doesn’t think it’s strange. However, that 
would mean that she’s the only person living in her house. 
There was no way he would be allowed to go up to the room 
where a high school girl is living alone. 


“We've arrived. It’s here.” 


While Ichigo was thinking about this, they arrived at her 
apartment. 


For a woman living alone, it was an apartment with 
reasonably good facilities, equipped with an auto-lock 
system. It was close to the train station and had good 
security. 


This would give parents peace of mind letting their children 
live alone, Ichigo said to himself 


“This way.” 


The high school girl led Ichigo up the stairs to the second 
floor. 


Then, in front of the room just after turning from the landing 
of the stairs, the high school girl took out a key from her 
bag. 


Apparently, this is her house. 


“Come in.” The high school girl opened the door and led the 
way inside. 


“No, I’m just taking you home.” However, Ichigo tried to 
proceed with his original plan, rejecting her invitation. “More 
than here is...” 


“It’s fine!” The high school girl grabbed the sleeve of 
Ichigo’s clothes. Not backing down, she tried her hardest to 
get him inside. “Don’t worry about it. It really is just me.” 


(... That makes it even more troubling...) 


The high school girl refused to give up on the confused 
Ichigo, saying she wanted to thank him. 


In the form of Sakura, she grabbed the sleeve of his shirt 
and pulled it tightly. As she looked up at him, she looked 
exactly like Ichigo’s first love. 


“...Can’t be helped then.” 


By no means did Ichigo lose to the temptation. He just didn’t 
reject her and make do with what’s happening in front of 
him. 


“Then, I’m sorry to bother you.” 
“Yas,” 


It would be best to suppress his emotions, get things done, 
and get it over with quickly. With that in mind, Ichigo went 
through the door of the high school girl’s room. As he 

walked in, the lights were turned on, revealing the interiors 


of the room. The room was slightly larger than a usual 1LDK 
apartment. 


The bed, the desk, the clothes on the hangers on the wall, 
the sweet scent wafting through the room. The decorations 
and the knick-knacks. They were all exactly like that of a 
high school girl’s room. 


“Please make yourself at home.” 


After saying that, the high school girl went to the kitchen, 
turned on the electric kettle, and started boiling water. In 
addition, she seemed to have taken out teacups and tea 
leaves from the cupboard and started preparing to make a 
cup of tea. 


Naturally, Ichigo didn’t sit on the bed, the chair, or even the 
floor. 


(...1’ll just have one cup and then leave when | get a 
chance.) 


Whether I’m being careless or negligent, I'll make sure | 
don’t do anything that could make people get the wrong 
idea - Ichigo said to himself. 


Suddenly, Ichigo’s vision caught sight of a photo frame ona 
desk. It was a family photo. A man, a woman, and a young 
girl, about the age of elementary school, standing side by 
side... 


“..Huh.” 


Ichigo’s thoughts stopped then and there. 


“What’s wrong?” 


The high school girl came back from the kitchen with a 
teapot and cups on a tray. 


She noticed Ichigo staring at the photo on her desk, 
restraining himself. 


“Ah... That’s my family pho-” 
“Sakura?” 
aaele” 


Ichigo muttered to himself as he looked at the woman in the 
family photo. 


He understood. In Ichigo’s memory, time had stopped at the 
last time he saw her, when she was 15 years old... but there 
she was, having grown older and more mature since then. 


If he had been told that he had the wrong person, then so 
be it... But his intuition kicked in. 


If she’s in this photo.... That means... 
“Do you know my mother?” 
Mother. 


The high school girl’s words made his heart throb faster. 
Ichigo turned around and looked at the girl’s face again. The 
face that resembles the image of his first love, left behind in 
his brilliantly shining memories of that time, time that could 
be said to have been beautified. 


“Your name, what is it?” 


It had been a long time since Ichigo had been this upset in 
his professional and personal life. He couldn’t breathe well, 
and inevitably, he couldn’t even utter words cleanly. 


Even so, she understood Ichigo’s question - The high school 
girl answered with a puzzled look on her face. 


“My name is... Luna Hoshigami.” 


a“ ” 
Hl 


It’s the same. Her surname is not Sakura’s maiden name, 
but that of the company president she married. 


“You are... Sakura’s child?” 


The high school girl, Luna, nodded her head in response to 
the words that came out of Ichigo’s mouth. 


That explains why they look so alike. 


In all the confusion, such a funny thought came to Ichigo’s 
mind. 


(This girl is... Sakura’s daughter.) 


Still, this fact brought a surprise to Ichigo he had never felt 
before. 


At the same time as he was surprised, Ichigo couldn’t 
contain his curiosity about the questions he had been asking 
himself, resulting in his curiosity overflowing into his voice. 


“Where is your mother now?” 


Luna’s expression visibly darkened at the question aimed at 
her. 


What the hell is going on? Are there any circumstances that 
make it difficult for her to say something? - Ichigo thought 
to himself. 


A slight feeling of uneasiness ran down Ichigo’s spine in the 
form of numbness. 


“Mother is...” 


And his premonition turned out to be true. Not just a slight, 
it was the worst way possible. 


Luna uttered, “My mother was in an accident a few years 
ago... She is no longer with us.” 


Ichigo rescued the high school girl who looks exactly like his 
first love by chance when she was tangled up with a drunk. 


Her name is Luna Hoshigami. 


Surprisingly, she is the daughter of his childhood friend, 
Sakura, from whom he was once separated. 


When she told Ichigo that her mother was no longer in this 
world, Ichigo felt like his head was being shaken to its core. 


“Not only my mother, but... My father also passed away 
long before her. Now, my mother’s family is my acting 
guardian.” 


Being bombarded with a torrent of information, Ichigo 
managed to keep vaguely hearing her words, but... 


Ichigo was in a state of mindlessness. 

Sakura’s death - A fact too heavy for him to accept. 
He staggered and sat down on a nearby chair. 

“Are you Okay?” 

“Ah... Yeah.” 


Luna became concerned as she saw Ichigo’s sudden 
dejection. Eventually, Luna asked, 


“Are you acquainted with my mother...?” 


Based on what she was seeing, it was a natural question to 
be asked. 


“Ah... Well, | guess we’re childhood friends... But | haven’t 
seen her since she got married.” Ichigo spoke honestly 
about his relationship with Sakura. 


But then... 
“Could it be you're... ‘Ichi’, Ah, Ichigo Kugiyama-san?” 


When Luna unexpectedly said ‘Ichi’, Ichigo was blindsided. 
Nostalgic - He thought. This was because it was the 
nickname Sakura used to call him. But, more important than 
that, another question arose. 


“How do you know about me?” 


In response to Ichigo’s question, Luna answered with a 
somewhat sullen expression. 


“My mother used to talk about Ichigo-san a lot.” 
“I see...” 


Even though they were far apart, she hadn’t forgotten him... 
The moment he thought this, the innocent smile of his older 
childhood friend looking back at him, came back to Ichigo’s 

mind... 


As if adam had been broken, tears began to flow from his 
glands. Once again, he swallowed the fact that she was no 
longer in this world, and he could no longer suppress his 
emotions. 


“Ku-Kugiyama-san...” 
“I’m sorry, it’s okay.” 


For the short moment when Luna looked worried, Ichigo 
immediately acted like an adult and kept his composure. 
Normal thoughts came back to Ichigo’s mind, and he 
realized something once again. 


He realized that he had made Luna talk about her mother’s 
death... A painful experience for a girl that young to speak 
naturally about. 


“I’m sorry.” Ichigo bowed his head and apologized for his 
inconsiderate attitude. 


“No, no, please don’t worry about it.” In response, Luna 
hurriedly replied. 


“But if that’s the case, then right now, you are...” 


“Yes, aS | said before, | don’t have a family.” 


Ichigo wasn’t actually asking about that, but Luna 
misunderstood it. 


The so-called ‘Loneliness’. 


(...No, I’m sure there are families on her mother’s and 
father’s sides, so | guess | shouldn’t exactly say that.) 


As Ichigo was pondering over the situation of the girl in front 
of him.... Suddenly, a distracting voice “Growl~~” could be 
heard. 


The sound came from Luna’s stomach. 
“Oh no...” 


For a moment, they both stopped and rolled their eyes, but 
then, Luna realized that the growling sound came from her. 
Immediately, her face started blushing red with 
embarrassment, and she pressed her stomach. 


“Are you hungry?” 
“I’m sorry...” 


“No, there’s no need to apologize. It’s already time for 
dinner anyway.” 


Ichigo, who had somehow put the image of the person he 
admired on top of Luna’s face, felt a slight sense of relief 
when she showed him her vulnerable appearance for the 
first time. 


At the same time, the fact that she is Sakura’s daughter, 
and that she is a lonely girl who lives alone, aroused the 
desire to protect inside him. 


He had planned to leave early, but he could no longer bring 
himself to do so. 


“Luna-san, what are you having for dinner?” 


“Eh?” At the sudden question, Luna was momentarily at a 
loss for words. 


The fact that a man who was more than ten years older 
than her called her by ‘-san’ might have been one of the 
factors. 


“Well, | was just planning on cooking dinner...” 
“If you'd like, I’ll treat you to dinner.” 
“Eh?!” Luna was also surprised by the sudden suggestion. 


In Ichigo’s phone, there is an app registered for delivery. It’s 
from a restaurant that he usually visits when he’s too lazy to 
cook dinner. He could call the restaurant, but judging from 
what Luna just said, it seemed that she had already 
prepared the ingredients for dinner. If that’s the case, then it 
shouldn’t be wasted. 


“Well, | Know | said I’d treat you, but I’ll cook dinner for you 
if you want. You just have to wait, that is if it’s not too much 
trouble.” 


“No, it’s not a problem. In fact, I’d rather not have you go 
that far...” 


“It’s okay. You don’t have to worry about it. It’s just for my 
own Satisfaction.” 


Ichigo chuckled to himself as he realized that he was doing 
exactly the same thing as Luna, who earlier, had refused to 


give up her desire to thank him at any cost. 


However, Luna seemed unable to accept the offer without 
even a second thought. 


“How much did your mother tell you about me?” Ichigo 
asked the bewildered Luna, “Did she ever tell you that I'ma 
good cook, or something like that?” 


“Ah... Yes,” Luna said and nodded as if she had an idea. 
“Mother said that she liked the food that Kugiyama-san 
sometimes cooked.” 


“..1 see,” 


That’s nice to hear. Sakura remembered such things, and 
even told her daughter like it was a precious memory - 
Ichigo thought as he was deeply moved. 


“Then | guess you can call that a good review. What do you 
think, Luna-san? Since we’re here, wouldn’t it be interesting 
to see if my abilities are genuine?” 


When Ichigo said this in a joking manner, Sakura pouted for 
a moment, but then, as if she couldn’t stand it anymore, she 
bursted it all out. 


It was a cute little gesture. 


“Hahaha... Kugiyama-san, you’re an interesting one, aren’t 
you?” 


Ichigo felt relieved when she laughed. The atmosphere that 
had been getting a little heavy seemed to have dissipated a 
bit. 


“Then, | will take your word for it... Ah,” Luna readily 
accepted Ichigo’s offer to cook dinner. But then she said, “1 
don’t like the idea of being treated one-sidedly, | feel 
uncomfortable... Ah, that’s right, why don’t you join me for 
dinner, Kugiyama-san?” 


“ER?” 


Luna proposed the idea. Perhaps it was because she was 
incapable of accepting favors from others with open arms, 
much like Ichigo. 


“Even if the food is homemade, I'd be lonely eating by 
myself. Also, could you tell me more about your memories 
of my mother, Kugiyama-san?” 


She’s a strong girl - Ichigo thought. 


At the same time, Ichigo thought about her mentality that 
didn’t fit her age she must’ve inherited from Sakura. 


Well, | was the one who said it - Ichigo thought to himself as 
he went into the kitchen of Luna’s house and prepared to 
cook dinner for the two of them. 


The kitchen area was well equipped, as you’d expect from a 
good apartment building. 


It was a system kitchen. Realistically, the kitchen was 
probably a bit too big for a single student to use. 


“Let’s see...” 


Checking the ingredients prepared in the refrigerator, frozen 
rice, eggs, chicken and vegetables could be found. It was 
the fridge of a high school student who lived alone, so of 
course there wouldn’t be much to it. 


Even so, 
“Alright, I’ve decided on the menu.” 


A long time ago, Ichigo made it for Sakura, and now, he 
decided to go for the same dish. 


With that in mind, Ichigo began to cook. 


First, Ichigo prepared the chicken, onion and green pepper 
while heating butter in the frying pan. He then put the 
prepared ingredients into the hot pan and seasoned them 
with salt and pepper. Once cooked, he mixed in the thawed 
rice and added ketchup. 


“It smells good.” Luna said as she came over to check on 
him, “Wah! Chicken rice!” 


“That’s right.” 


As she said that, Ichigo put the cooked chicken rice ona 
plate. 


“But of course, this is still not finished.” 


Well, | think it’s pretty obvious at this point - Ichigo thought 
to himself. 


“I'll let you enjoy it after it’s done.” Ichigo said as he sent 
Luna back to the next room to continue cooking. 


Continuing, he cracked an egg and beat it in a bowl. Then, 
he quickly washed the hot frying pan and wiped off the 


surface. He then poured the beaten egg into the pan, and 
spread it flat to heat through. 


The resulting fluffy omelet was then placed over the chicken 
rice on the plate. 


“Here, it’s finished.” 
The result was an orthodox omurice. 


Ichigo returned to the living room and laid them out on the 
table. 


“Wow...” 


Luna’s face broke out in excitement when she saw the 
omelet rice that had been brought to her. 


The look on her face suddenly reminded Ichigo of Sakura’s 
face when he gave her a birthday present when they were 
kids. Amemory he just remembered a few hours ago. 


It was a dazzling smile. 


After setting the plates on the table and finishing the 
preparations, Ichigo and Luna sat down on the chairs and 
faced each other. 


aan 


“" Itadakimasu.“” The two voices overlapped. 
“Fufu...” Luna giggled funnily. 
“Anything wrong?” 


“Ah... No. It’s just that it has been a long time since I’ve 
eaten dinner with someone else.” 


Thus began the dinner of a man and a girl who just had a 
miraculous encounter today. 


“Delicious!” Luna exclaimed as she took a bite of the 
omurice. “You're a really good cook, Ichigo-san. I’ve never 
had such delicious omurice before.” 


“That’s an exaggeration.” 


There were no special ingredients used. No special 
seasonings and no expensive products. It was just supposed 
to be normal omurice, but her reaction seemed to be a bit 
over the top... 


“But I’m glad you like it. This omurice... I've made them for 
Saku- Your mother once before.” 


“So for mother too...” 


Hearing that, Luna looked down at the plate in front of her. 
Of course, compared to now, Ichigo’s cooking skills were 
completely amateurish, and even now it still is. Even so, 
Sakura at that time, just like Luna, also exaggeratedly said 
that it was delicious. 


Sakura even commented, ‘/f / marry Ichi, I'll be able to eat 
such delicious food every day.’ 


As someone who harbored feelings for her, Ichigo was very 
excited to hear that. 


(When | think back on it, | can’t believe she was only three 
years older than me. She was so mature...) 


“Kugiyama-san!?” 


As he was having such a sobering recollection, Ichigo 
seemed to have burst into tears once again. 


No good, no good - Ichigo thought. 


Ichigo didn’t want to make Luna worry so he hurriedly wiped 
his tears. 


“.,.5eeing you care this much about her, I’m sure mother is 
very happy in heaven right now.” 


She smiled in consideration of Ichigo. 


After that, Ichigo continued to talk about Sakura over dinner. 
Luna was listening to him, and Ichigo spoke as if he was 
reminiscing about his past. 


Sakura was a childhood friend of Ichigo’s and they had 
interacted often since when they were children. They played 
together, studied together, and went to various events 
together. Sakura was a young lady, so there were many 
times when she had to go out of town or had conflicting 
schedules due to family matters, but she would always 
invite Ichigo over whenever she had the time. 


And once again- 


“So, Kugiyama-san’s nickname, as my mother called you in 
the past, was Ichi.” 


“Don’t laugh too much, okay?” 
Seeing Luna’s smiling face, Ichigo felt embarrassed. 


“| always felt like my mother was a very strong person, even 
when she was a child. But somehow, listening to Kugiyama- 


san’s story and from the nickname ‘Ichi’, she seemed a bit 
childish.” 


“Yeah, that’s what | thought too.” 


Thinking back, she was probably just another young girl at 
that time. 


(...Well, memories can be beautified.) 


They continued the nice conversation like that, and before 
they knew it, both Ichigo and Luna had eaten all the food on 
their plates. 


“"Thank you for the meal.”” Finishing their meal, their 
voices overlapped yet again. 


“Ah, Kugiyama-san. Would you like a drink?” Suddenly, Luna 
asked Ichigo. 


“Eh?” 
The offer was so sudden that Ichigo stopped in his tracks. 


When Ichigo looked over, he saw that Luna was pointing at 
his bag containing his laptop. No, to be precise, she pointed 
at a plastic bag from a convenience store placed next to the 
bag. 


It contained the whiskey and soda water that Ichigo had 
bought, but the plastic bag allowed the contents to show 
through. 


“I’m sorry, | wasn’t subtle about it.” 


“No, you don’t have to worry about that...” 


Luna’s attitude made Ichigo think that she was really 
disciplined and polite. 


“I don’t know much about it, but people drink whiskey with 
soda water, right? | saw it on TV.” Contrary to before, Luna 

said to Ichigo with a motivated feeling, “I can make it if you 
like. I’ll pour you a drink.” 


“Ah, no, it’s fine...” 


The offer from Luna was gratifying. However, a pang of 
moral compunction hit Ichigo. 


The situation where he would be in was one where he’d be 
an adult drinking alcohol in front of a minor, and at the 
minor’s house! 


Ichigo couldn’t help but feel that it was against public 
morals. Although, that depends on the time and situation. 


“Ah, maybe you live far from here? Or do you actually have 
a car parked nearby?” Luna said with concern as she sensed 
Ichigo’s unsettled mood. 


“No, my house is within walking distance. That’s not a 
problem.” 


“That’s good to hear. It’s been a long time since | felt so 
happy so | was hoping that Kugiyama-san would enjoy it as 
much as | do.” Luna tilted her head and said with an upward 
glance. 


“Please, let me pour you a drink, Kugiyama-san.” 


(...Ugh...) 


Luna had no ill intentions. She suggested it completely out 
of the kindness of her heart. 


In any case, it’s not like I’m forcing her to drink with me. It 
should be no problem - Ichigo thought. 


Of course, Ichigo would have to be very careful not to let her 
get a taste of alcohol. 


(...Just a little bit then.) 


To the girl in front of him, Ichigo decided to take her up on 
her offer. 


“Then, it’ll be ready in a moment.” As soon as she said that, 
Luna immediately brought back a glass from the kitchen. 
“You put ice in it, right? | saw it in a commercial.” Moreover, 
she added ice from the freezer into the glass. 


Luna placed the glass on the table, followed by opening the 
bottle of whiskey. Then, she tried to pour it into a glass, 
but... 


“.,.Um, how much would be appropriate...?” 


Of course, she didn’t have any detailed knowledge, so she 
didn’t know what to do next. 


Seeing Luna at a loss, Ichigo couldn’t help but smile. Ichigo 
felt that it was as if she was his own child, playing acting as 
an adult. 


“Well, about this much.” Ichigo offered a helping hand as he 
took the bottle and poured it to about a tenth of the glass. 
“You don’t have to pour so much whiskey in the glass.” 


“Heh...” 


“Do you have a spoon?” 


Borrowing a spoon from Luna, Ichigo used it to stir the ice 
and whiskey. When the ice had slightly melted, he mixed in 
the soda water. 


“Well, something like this.” 


Ichigo sipped the resulting frothy liquid, which was a light 
amber color. With the flavor of aged whiskey plus the 
stimulation of carbonation, the mixed liquor tasted rich. 


“l understand. I’m going to practice now...” 
“Practice...” 


Luna brought out another glass and made a highball on her 
own. The same way Ichigo had done earlier. 


She had enthusiasm plastered all over her face. 
“What do you think?” 

“Let me have a taste... Yeah, it’s good.” 

“I’m glad.” 


She seemed to be a fast learner and Luna’s skills improved 
quickly. 


After that, while enjoying the highball made by Luna, Ichigo 
continued to share his memories. 


However, as he guzzled the highballs she made, he started 
to feel quite drunk. And he didn’t have time to regain his 
consciousness. 


Since then, Ichigo wondered how much time had passed. 
Luna’s energetic pace, typical of the youth, had caught 
Ichigo off guard and he found himself on the verge of 
drunkenness. 


“And then, Sakura, she...” With a burning head, Ichigo 
passionately talked about his memories with Sakura. 


For some time, Luna just stared at Ichigo’s face in silence. 
“Hmm? What’s wrong, Luna-san?” 
“...Kugiyama-san, did you like my mother?” 


He spewed out the highball he had been sipping. 
Fortunately, the liquid didn’t splatter on the floor, but the 
amber bubbles scattered in the air and Ichigo choked on his 
breath. 


“Wh-What are you talking about...” 
“| can tell from the way you talk, Kugiyama-san.” 


At the very least, Ichigo thought that he had taken into 
consideration that she was Luna’s mother and only talked 
about Sakura as a childhood friend who was a good friend of 
his. 


Perhaps, the alcohol had made him talk a little too much, 
and Ichigo said something that Luna could sense. 


“I’m jealous of my mother. To have had someone cool like 
Kugiyama-san, liking her so much.” 


“...No,” Ichigo immediately tried to deny the comment that 
Luna had made. 


At that time - Perhaps it was because his state of 
intoxication became stronger, Ichigo’s thought process had 
stopped working properly. 


“.,.That’s not true.” Before he could deny it, his true feelings 
came out of his mouth. Correcting Luna’s words, Ichigo said, 
“At the time, | was really just a kid... | think Sakura only 
thought of me as a younger brother.” 


“That’s not true!” Luna flatly denied Ichigo’s self- 
deprecation. 


“ER?” 


“I... | respected my mother very much. She was a strong 
person. Even after father was gone, she raised me all by 
herself.” 


“She taught me about gratitude and how to live a good- 
natured life... She also taught me how to be polite and 
respectful in society.” 


Luna adored Sakura, and Sakura also raised Luna as her 
daughter with love and affection. 


Even if Ichigo were to exclude the fact that they were similar 
In appearance, he could feel the atmosphere of Luna that 
reminded him of Sakura... 


The story of Sakura after she disappeared from Ichigo’s life - 
Even with a drunk and confused mind, Ichigo listened 
carefully to the story Luna started telling. 


“Mother used to tell me stories about Kugiyama-san in the 
past.” 


sel og eres 


“Talking about those days... Mother seemed so happy and 
joyful. That’s why | was able to immediately recognize 
Ichigo-san earlier. That’s how strong the impression was left 
on me, so I’m sure, Mother, she...” Luna said with a serious 
expression. 


“I think she liked you, Kugiyama-san.” 


“Ah, this is just what | assumed myself. She never told me 
anything directly. Regardless of what happened, my mother 
and father had a happy and harmonious married life, and | 
also loved my father very much...” 


But putting that aside - About the boy from her mother’s 
stories, 


Luna had said that she was interested in Ichigo Kugiyama. 


“.,.Kugiyama-san, are you very drunk?” Luna murmured to 
make sure. “...I’ve always admired Kugiyama-san since | 
was a little girl. My mother used to tell me stories about 
you, and | imagined you as a very nice person. You have 
always been the ideal person that | have always admired in 
my heart.” Luna confessed her feelings as if she had been 
pent up. 


Just like when Ichigo talked about Sakura, in a feverish tone 
of voice, Luna continued, 


“...l’m So glad we met today. Now, I’m convinced that the 
stories were true.” 


“I see...” 


Hearing those words, the thought that Sakura might have 
felt that way about him, Ichigo felt something inside him, as 
if his heart was being ripped out of his chest 


“Luna-san.” 


The drunkenness was causing a light cloud to form in 
Ichigo’s head. 


While trying to process all the thoughts inside his mind, 
Ichigo called out Luna’s name. 


“Yas?” 
Luna just stared blankly at Ichigo. 


For some time now, even though she hadn’t been drinking, 
her cheeks seemed to be somewhat flushed, 


“If you ever have any problems, you can count on me for 
anything. | will help you.” 


Although she had lost her parents, she must still be 
receiving support from her parents’ family. Financially, she 
wouldn’t be in any trouble. Ichigo knew but still felt like 
saying that. 


“Anything...?” 


“Yeah, it’s a good thing we met today. Even if it’s just a 
Small request, just let me know and I'll do whatever | can.” 


He was speaking in an air of maturity. Things Ichigo couldn’t 
say or do to Sakura back then. As if to atone for his sins, 
Ichigo said that to the girl who retained a trace of her. 


At the same time, he leaned back limply. Apparently, he had 
drunk so much that he couldn’t control himself. Feeling a 


sensation that could not be described just as drowsiness, 
Ichigo plopped down at the desk. 


Out of the corner of his eye, Ichigo could see Luna making 
an expression that was a mixture of surprise and 
embarrassment at his words earlier. 


“Yes, thank you very much.” A beat after, in response to 
his offer earlier, Luna then said, “I’ve always loved you, 
Kugiyama-san. Will you make me your lover?” 


Ichigo, who was already unable to think straight and barely 
managed to catch her request, jokingly replied, 


“Haha... I’d love to...” 

That was all that Ichigo could remember of that night. 
“7..Mmm.” 

A slow and gradual pain hit Ichigo’s head as he woke up. 


Ichigo could feel a soft sensation enveloping his body. From 
the feeling that covered his back and abdomen, he knew 
that he was lying on a bed. 


“ mm?” 


Apparently, he had fallen asleep before he knew it. His 
memory from the time before he fell asleep was fuzzy. And 
he was having a slight headache. 


(...Did | drink?) 


Looking up at the ceiling with sleepy eyes, Ichigo’s thoughts 
wandered. 


Recalling the events of last night, He helped a high school 
girl who was being tangled up with a drunk. After that, he 
went to her house because she wanted to thank him. And 
then, when he found out that she was Sakura’s daughter... 


“Hah...” 


At the too-unrealistic recollection, Ichigo let out a sigh and 
turned over in his sleep. 


There’s no way. Such a coincidence, I’m sure It was just a 
dream - Ichigo thought to himself. 


“No.” 


It was then that Ichigo noticed that the ceiling he had looked 
up to was not the same from the one he usually sees in his 
house. 


His house, a housing rented out by the company as part of 
the benefit of being a manager. 


There was something different from the ceiling. Different 
from the ceiling of his bedroom, where he usually sleeps 
alone in a house a little too big for a single person like 
himself. 


(...ThiS room is...) 
“Good morning, Ichi.” 


He heard a voice calling him. At the same time, something 
landed on Ichigo’s stomach as he was wrapped in the futon. 


There she was, the high school girl he saved. 


She was wearing a school uniform, and she called Ichigo by 
the nickname that Sakura, his childhood friend, used to call 


her. 


The girl - Luna Hoshigami, straddled Ichigo’s abdomen 
through the futon with a dazzling smile on her face. 


The tips of her lustrous black hair arched over Ichigo’s 
chest, wafting the soft scent of shampoo. 


“Breakfast is ready.” 
“Eh... No, um...” 


“What time does your job start? Is it okay if you don’t 
hurry?” 


“There’s still time... Wait, that’s not important. Um, Luna- 
san, this is...?” 


As Ichigo panicked, Luna explained with a chuckle. 


“Last night, Ichi almost fell asleep on the chair because you 
drank too much. That’s why | carried you to the bed and you 
ended up staying at my place.” 


“I-I’m sorry!” Ichigo immediately said as he realized he had 
done something wrong. 


He got so drunk that he ended up falling asleep in a high 
school girl’s house. 


Ichigo was ashamed of his blunder. 
“How pathetic of me...” 
“It’s okay. You don’t have to apologize.” 


Luna then continued as if it was natural, 


“We are lovers anyway.” 
See 


To Ichigo’s dumbfounded face, Luna smiled. Her slightly 
cherry-red cheeks seemed to be embarrassed, and her 
smile was a mixture of bashfulness and joy. 


“You said it was okay if we became lovers.” 


“Ah...” Ichigo said as he remembered what happened last 
night. 


Just before he lost consciousness, it seemed that there had 
been some sort of misunderstanding in the conversation 
they were having. 


In the state and situation then, Ichigo was absent-minded. 
Yes, indeed Ichigo did say that. 

“.Wha-” 

But that was only a joke. 


“What are you talking about? There’s no way that could 
happen.” 


Ichigo knew It was definitely his fault for replying so 
carelessly. However, such an unrealistic request can’t be 
approved so easily. There was no way Ichigo could meet it. 


“With Sakura’s daughter... No, in the first place, a working 
adult and a high school girl in a lovers relationship is...” 


“You don’t like it, Ichi? You don’t want me to be your lover?” 
Luna said as she straightened her back, lifting her upper 
body. 


In Ichigo’s field of view, he could see her near full body 
figure. She was dressed in an all-girls high school uniform 
that was both clean and dainty. 


She had long black hair, a straight nose, transparent white 
Skin without a single blemish, slanted eyes, and long 
eyelashes. It was a form that could be admired for its 
beauty free of charge. 


No - More important than that, there was an element of 
immorality that made it unrealistic and impossible for Ichigo 
to accept her request. 


“Yesterday, after Ichi saved me, | wondered if maybe | could 
do something to repay you. | thought Ichi would be very 
happy if we could become lovers...” 


“For that reason...” 
“I’m serious.” 


She looked and sounded just like Sakura, Ichigo’s first love 
and Luna’s mother. 


With a serious look on her face, she brought her face closer 
to Ichigo’s. 


“Hey Ichi...” 
Luna said, 


“Will you make me your lover?” 
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[TN: Luna sometimes says ‘Ichigo-san’ and sometimes she 
says ‘Kugiyama-san’ in this chapter. When conversing 
about her mother’s past, | think she wants to say ‘Ichi’ like 
her mother, but they aren’t well-acquainted enough, and 
‘Kugiyama-san’ is too formal. That’s why she says ‘Ichigo- 
san’. And When talking normally, she uses ‘Kugiyama-san’. 
This is just my take. | could be wrong...] 


Chapter 2: It’s Not a Joke 


“Will you make me your lover?” 


After drinking himself to sleep, Ichigo woke up in Luna’s 
room. 


Luna, who was straddling on top of him, gave him a serious 
look. The declaration ‘lover’ that came from her mouth 
made Ichigo stiffen for a few moments. 


...But, 

“Luna-san.” 

“Hmm?” 

“First of all, can you get off of me?” 


At Ichigo’s calm demeanor, Luna said, “Ah, yes” and 
straightforwardly moved herself off of him. 


“Thank you.” 


Ichigo stretched his legs over the edge of the bed and put 
his foot on the floor. 


Ichigo thought to himself - Even if she was serious, that’s 
just impossible for me. She’s also still a freshman in high 
school... Probably fifteen or sixteen years old, she’s still a 
child. If she took my words seriously from the bottom of her 
heart, then it’s my responsibility. lt would be necessary for 


me to sincerely persuade her in a well-reasoned and polite 
manner. 


Ichigo, whose job requires quick and accurate analysis and 
judgment in any situation, would not be so easily exposed to 
the ugliness of panic and haste. 


(For now...) 


Ichigo recalled the exchange they just had. Based on her 
expression and attitude, Luna didn’t seem to want to back 
down. It could be due to the fact that she’s still young and 
energetic. At any rate, Ichigo had to draw a room for 
conversation. 


“Luna-san, first of all...” 


“No, let’s have breakfast first.” Interrupting Ichigo’s serious 
words, Luna went over to the table. 


Ichigo looked over and saw that breakfast was already 
prepared. It seemed that Luna, who had woken up earlier, 
had made it. 


“For now, why don’t we talk about things over dinner? I, too, 
need to hurry and go to school.” 


Breakfast was toasted bread and corn potage poured into a 
mug. ( T/N : Japanese corn soup, from what | found on 
google.) 


It was probably an instant cup of soup. 


A simple menu. 


“Ah, I’m sorry. | live alone, so | don’t have enough tableware 
for one more person. I'll prepare some for you next time.” 
Luna said apologetically, and promptly sat down on a chair. 


It was only a light meal, but it still stimulated Ichigo’s 
appetite as he had just woken up from sleep and was feeling 
a little hungry. 


“Hah~~” Letting out a sigh, Ichigo got up from the bed and 
sat down on a chair. 


Of course, Ichigo didn’t do what she told him in order to fill 
his stomach. It was because he felt that he couldn’t ignore 
the meal that she had prepared for him, and also because 
he thought that it would be better to have a face-to-face 
discussion. 


(...My clothes?) 


Just to be sure, Ichigo checked his current outfit. The clothes 
were the same as what he wore yesterday. Although it was a 
bit worn out, Luna didn’t seem to have taken off his clothes. 


Thank God - Ichigo felt relief in his heart. He didn’t want to 
imagine too much, but if he had done something irreparable 
to her, there was no way he could undo it. 


Ichigo sat back in the chair and looked at Luna, who was 
opposite of him. Luna tilted her head and stared back at 
Ichigo with an adorable gesture. Oddly enough, it was the 
Same gesture as yesterday. 


“... Then, since you’ve prepared it for me, I'll take it.” 


“Yeah, itadakimasu. Ah, I’ve made coffee, I'll get it to you.” 
With that, Luna headed for the kitchen. 


When she removed the kettle from the coffee machine, the 
fragrant black liquid was already steamy and shimmering 
inside. 


She poured it into a mug, garnished it with sugar and milk, 
and brought it in front of Ichigo. 


“Here.” 


She was skillful and thoughtful. From her gestures and 
manners, Ichigo could sense a similar atmosphere to 
Sakura. 


Well, she is her daughter - Ichigo thought. 
“Luna-san.” 


There was not much for breakfast, so the meal was over ina 
few minutes. As Luna sipped her post-meal coffee, Ichigo 
took the opportunity to initiate a conversation. 


“About what you said earlier, about the lover thing.” 
“Yas?” 


“| was drunk last night when | replied, but... think about it. It 
was just a joke, and you should realize that of course we 
can’t be lovers.” 


“Why not?” Luna tilted her head with a pure expression. 


“You're a freshman in high school, probably fifteen or 
sixteen years old,” 


“I’m only fifteen now.” 


“Fifteen. I’m twenty eight and a working adult. That’s more 
than ten years apart.” 


“My mom and dad got married at about that age difference, 
too.” 


... She hit Ichigo where it hurts. Yes, she was a child of a 
family with a somewhat unique circumstance. She’s 
Sakura’s daughter. To be honest, the situation was too 
stimulating for Ichigo’s mind. 


The daughter of his first love, the person he longed for, is 
right in front of him, just as she was back then. 


Furthermore, she wants to be his lover. 
...| must keep my solid reasoning - Ichigo warned himself. 
“It’s okay. I’m not going to cause any trouble for Ichi.” 


She might or might not know about Ichigo’s struggle, either 
way, Luna said that. 


Instead of the stranger-like tone she used last night, in an 
intimate and fragile tone, Luna called him by his nickname. 
It was probably because she tried to close the distance 
between them as his girlfriend, but that only increased 
Ichigo’s illusion of Sakura from back in the day. 


“IT will never betray you, Ichi. If people say something to me, 
I'll make sure to cover it up. And if any other adult suspects 
you, | will tell them the truth. It’s not like you’ve done 
anything wrong that would make you vulnerable. I’m the 
one who asked for all of this.” 


“It’s not that simple, you know.” 


She could only say that from the perception of a fifteen year 
old girl. However, no matter how many words Ichigo said, 
Luna showed no signs of backing down. It seemed that 


Ichigo would need to continue persuading her with more 
enthusiasm and patience. 


After taking a deep breath, Ichigo opened his mouth. 
“Anyway...” 


“Ah, the time! It’s already this late.” Luna interrupted Ichigo 
as she looked at the clock, “It’s time for you to go to work, 
isn’t it, Ichi? It’s time for me to go to school too. If we don’t 
hurry, I’ll miss the bus.” 


It seemed that Luna’s time to go to school had arrived. 


The high school she goes to - As could be seen from the 
uniform she was wearing, it’s a famous all-girls high school 
in the area. If Ichigo remembered correctly, there should be 
a dedicated bus provided in front of the station. 


“Let’s just call it a day and hurry for now, okay?” 
“Ah...” 


Ichigo stood up from his chair as Luna hurried him with, 
“Come on, come on.” 


“Ah, that’s right.” 


Not forgetting the work computer he had brought with him 
yesterday, Ichigo stepped out of the door first. And Luna, 
who had finished moving the dishes to the sink, came out of 
the room with her student bag. 


“Sorry to keep you waiting, Ichi... En? What’s wrong?” 


“No...” 


Ichigo waited at the landing of the stairs, a short distance 
from Luna’s room. He thought it would look suspicious if 
other residents saw him standing in front of a high school 
girl’s room. 


“Haha, don’t worry. There are actually very few people who 
live in this building. In fact, I’ve never met anyone else 
living here.” 


“Eh, really?” 


“Yeah, and even if people did see you, I'll cover it up, so 
don’t worry.” 


“As | said... It’s not that simple...” 


She was right, Ichigo didn’t see any other residents or the 
janitor until he went down the stairs and passed through the 
entrance. 


“So, um...” 


He walked out in front of the apartment building and looked 
around, but he didn’t see anyone in particular. 


The air was a little moist, typical of mornings, and only 
silence prevailed. Perhaps it was a district with few residents 
to begin with. 


Now that they’ve come this far, what should they do after 
this? As if to check, Ichigo turned his gaze towards Luna. 


“Hey, Ichi...” 
Then, Luna looked back at him. 


“We don’t have much time, but... Do you want to walk to 
the station while we talk?” 


Luna seemed to have added a little bit of hope for Ichigo, 
who wanted to talk to her. She made a suggestion that 
Ichigo couldn’t refuse. 


‘Good morning, Ichi’ 


Mornings... It was time to go to junior high school. Ichigo, a 
first year junior high school student, always went to 
Sakura’s house, a third year student at the same school, to 
pick her up. 


It was not a habit he started when he entered junior high 
school. They had always lived close to each other, so Ichigo 
had naturally started going to school with Sakura since 
elementary school. 


Even when Sakura, who was three years older than Ichigo, 
moved up to junior high school before him, they went to 
school together until the fork in the road where their school 
separated. 


Sakura never refused Ichigo’s invitation, and would always 
wait for him to come so that they could go to school 
together. Whenever she opened the front door of the house, 
dressed in her school uniform, she looked like what people 
would call a classy young lady. 


Early mornings, they walked together on their way to school 
under the sky where the chirping of birds overlapped... 


-Now, the memory of that time was ruminating in Ichigo’s 
mind. 


“Thank you, Ichi. You’re so kind to walk me to the bus stop.” 


“No... You’re the one who requested it.” Ichigo swallowed 
Luna’s suggestion and decided to walk her to the bus stop 
near the station. 


No - It wasn’t actually walking her to the bus stop, Ichigo 
was just trying to continue their conversation. 


According to Luna, there were not many people living in this 
area, and there was almost no flow of people at the time of 
the day. Ichigo felt he didn’t need to worry about being 
looked at strangely. Based on her information, Ichigo judged 
that there would be no problem and decided to accept her 
request. 


Ichigo glanced at Luna’s figure walking beside him. 
She really did look exactly like the Sakura in his memory. 


Her profile was that of his childhood friend with whom he 
used to walk to school together with. 


“What’s wrong, Ichi?” Luna asked as she noticed Ichigo’s 
gaze. 


Ichigo hurriedly turned his gaze forward. 
“No, it’s nothing...” 
“Fufu... Are you that worried about someone seeing you?” 


She must have thought that Ichigo’s suspicious behavior 
was due to his anxiety. 


Luna then said with a funny smile, “You don’t have to worry 
about it. It’s just two lovers walking together, that’s 
normal.” 


“...No, that’s actually a problem... Rather than that, the way 
we are now, it’s more like an office working father walking 
with his high school daughter.” 


Ichigo was with his work bag and Luna was in her school 
uniform. The age difference might seem a little strange, but 
it should be more common sense to see it that way. 


At Ichigo’s response, Luna laughed happily. 
“Haha, You really are interesting, Ichi.” 


The moment he heard those words. Memories of the past 
came back to Ichigo’s mind. Memories of Ichigo and Sakura 
walking together on their way to school. On their way, 
Ichigo would talk about the TV show he watched the night 
before, or about the uneventful stuff with his friends in 
class. She always listened happily, occasionally giving a few 
words to the conversation. 


‘It’s always interesting to hear what you have to Say, Ichi.’ 


Ichigo was honestly happy when she said that. He didn’t 
know if she meant it or not, but her sprightly smile filled him 
with a sense of satisfaction. 


She was older than Ichigo in both appearance and attitude, 
and she was someone he admired. 


The time he spent with her was very meaningful to Ichigo. 


However, as they approached their destination, more and 
more students also started to show up on their way to 

school. Some of Sakura’s classmates would start to talk to 
her, and the two of them would stop talking to each other. 


Sakura, who was beautiful and good-natured, was naturally 
popular. Ichigo, who was younger than her, naturally parted 
ways and went to his own classroom. 


And now, in front of Ichigo’s eyes is her daughter, Luna. The 
Luna of today is the same age as the Sakura of back then. 


Therefore, Ichigo felt a perverse feeling as he had 
hallucinated about the Sakura from those days. 


“But it wasn’t anything interesting...” 
“It was. Just like what mother said.” 


Hearing Luna’s comment, Ichigo regained his senses. Yes, 
She is not Sakura. Shaking his head, he pulled himself out of 
the abnormal state of thought he was about to enter. 


“Ah, | can see it now.” 


In the meantime, they were almost at the bus stop in front 
of the station. 


Because they didn’t have much time, and because Ichigo 
was self-consciously upset by recalling old memories, they 
ended up not being able to talk properly about the lover 
situation. 


“There’s going to be a lot of people from here on, so we'll 
stop here.” 


For now, she seemed to have taken this into consideration. 
Luna then turned around and looked back at Ichigo. 


“See you later, Ichi.” 


Luna said it in a slightly hushed voice, perhaps out of 
concern for her surroundings. She then ran off towards the 
bus stop with a small wave of her hand. 


With that, Ichigo was left on the spot. 
“It can’t be helped.” 


Even if he just stood there, time would only go by in vain, so 
Ichigo decided to head home. 


Ichigo returned home from Luna’s apartment to his own 
company housing. It was a company-rented house provided 
as part of the company’s welfare program. 


“I’m home.” 
There was no one to answer him. 


The Regional Manager said, ‘As the manager of an S-ranked 
store, it wouldn’t look good if you were to live in a dormitory 
for single employees!’ 


Ichigo was given housing that was supposedly only for 
employees with families, but it was a waste of space as 
Ichigo was single and living alone. There were even a few 
rooms that he didn’t use. 


“Hah...” 


Since last night, Ichigo had experienced a number of 
extraordinary events that he wasn’t even sure if they were 
dreams or reality. 


The memories he recalled made him tired, still, he started 
getting ready to head to the store. 


The time showed just before nine in the morning. 
The store opens at ten. 


Fortunately, Ichigo was scheduled to go to work a little later 
today, so there was no need for him to hurry that much. 


He took off his worn-out clothes, threw them in the laundry 
basket, and went to the bathroom to take a quick shower. 


Setting the temperature a little hotter than usual, Ichigo let 
the hot water wash over his head to blow away the 
smoldering discomfort of the hangover. He then got out of 
the bathroom and put on his work shirt and slacks. 


After putting on a jacket over his shirt, Ichigo grabbed his 
luggage and left the house. 


He got into his car and drove for about ten minutes - 
Heading towards a shopping center located in the suburbs 
of the city. 


He arrived at the large department store, located on the 
premises. Ichigo parked his car in the employee parking lot 
on the roof, walked down the ramp, and headed straight for 
the back of the store. 


“Ah, manager, good morning!” 
“Good morning.” 
“Yes, good morning.” 


While exchanging greetings with the security guards, 
cleaners, and part-timers passing by, Ichigo walked through 


the business entrance and into the office at the back of the 
store. 


“""Good morning. 


When Ichigo entered the room, he was greeted by the 
employees who had already arrived at work. 


After a moderate conversation with them, Ichigo sat down at 
the manager’s desk and turned on the work laptop he had 
brought home. The first thing he did was to check the 
messages that his company email address had received. 


He checked emails from his business partners as well as 
requests from the regional manager, other store managers, 
and the headquarters. After checking, he sorted out the 
documents that he had prepared yesterday and sent them 
out in an email. 


After completing his usual morning tasks- 
“Good morning, manager.” 
A woman came to the door. 


She was a smart-looking woman with her long chestnut hair 
tied up in a bun up to her neck and she wore glasses. 


“Ah, good morning, Wakana-san.” 
Wakana - She is the assistant manager of this store. 


She is a year older than Ichigo and has been with the 
company longer than he has, but she is his subordinate. 


“Are there any particular changes to report?” 


“Yes. Other than what | reported on the phone yesterday, 
there have been no problems.” 


With an intelligent voice and intonation, she gave her report 
with proper respect to Ichigo who was younger than her. 
But, as she said earlier, she didn’t have any additional 
information. She only reported on the progress of the sales 
floor plan Ichigo had inherited and the hiring of new 
employees. 


“Excuse me, manager, where were you last night after you 
left work?” 


“Oh, | was working at a café in front of the station. It had a 
calm atmosphere and was the perfect place to do 
paperwork.” 


“Did you notice anything unusual?” 


When Wakana asked him that, Ichigo was momentarily 
nervous. 


“No, not really... Um, is there something wrong?” 


“Last night, | heard that there was an incident in front of the 
station where a drunk man assaulted a passerby and was 
seized by police officers. The time of the incident was just 
after | called the manager for the report, so | was worried 
that the manager might have been involved.” 


“Ah, | see...” 


“But I’m glad to hear that nothing happened.” Saying this, 
Wakana smiled. 


...By any chance, was it perhaps the drunk | saved Luna 
from? - Ichigo thought. 


If he went out of control to the extent of being apprehended 
by a police officer, it seemed that he was quite the 
dangerous person. 


(...Maybe it’s a good thing | was able to save her before it 
was too late.) 


But just a moment ago, Ichigo was dismayed when Wakana 
asked him about last night. 


No, | have nothing to feel guilty about - Ichigo said to 
himself. 


Now that the simple morning chores were done, Ichigo 
began his patrol around the store. The store had just 
opened, so there were not many customers. He could only 
see a few people in the store. 


Ichigo is the manager of this store, which sells furniture, 
daily necessities, tools, lumber, and many other craft 
materials. The store is also equipped with a workshop and a 
craft room where customers can work. 


Recently, magazines and social media have been featuring 
DIY girls. With the rise of creative distributors who introduce 
their DIY activities on video distribution sites, demands 
increased, resulting in the number of young customers who 
come to the store increasing. 


It was still quiet at the moment, but the number of 
customers would increase rapidly around noon. 


As uSual. 


Everything was the same as usual. 


It was hard to believe that all the information Ichigo had 
been told last night was really real. His first love, who 
disappeared from his life when he was a child, was no 
longer with them. 


No, it would be more appropriate to say that he didn’t want 
to believe it. If Ichigo were to try and think too deeply about 
it, the pain in his heart would spread, making him unable to 
even stand up in an instant. So, he pressed down the 
thoughts and tried his best to rewrite them. 


And fortunately or unfortunately, it was the presence of 
Sakura’s daughter, Luna, and the commotion she had 
caused this morning that was helping to distract Ichigo. 
Ichigo was even wondering if that itself was real. 


But it was definitely real. 


Before people find out about his relationship with Luna, and 
before some misunderstanding leads to a strange situation, 
Ichigo would have to talk to Luna. 


“...Speaking of which...” 
Suddenly, Ichigo realized. 


He had told her that he was a childhood friend of Sakura’s, 
but he hadn’t told her anything else about his background. 


At the very least, he didn’t recall ever explicitly mentioning 
his current job, workplace, or position. Although... He may 
have hinted such information in their conversation. 


(...1In fact, | lost track in the chaos of the morning, | don’t 
think we even exchanged contact information.) 


It wasn’t that Ichigo doubted her, but he wondered if it was 
a blessing in disguise... 


No- 


In the first place, they wouldn’t be able to make plans to 
meet each other again if that’s really the case. Ichigo would 
not be so irresponsible as to think that he wouldn’t have to 
see her anymore, or that he would have an excuse not to 
see her again. 


For Ichigo, ignoring her like that would be... unpleasant. 


(...Should | find out when her school ends... Or, should | just 
head to her house at the same time as yesterday?) 


To Luna, daughter of his childhood friend and someone who 
had clearly shown her innocent fondness of Ichigo, he had 
to settle the matter sincerely. 


Ichigo silently pondered how he could meet with her again. 


But in the end, he realized that he didn’t need to worry 
about that. 


While Ichigo was trying to figure out how to see Luna again, 
he was also doing his regular work, and before he knew it, it 
was time for lunch. 


The staff at the store began to take their lunch breaks in 
Shifts. 


“Manager, would you like to have lunch?” 


At the office, Ichigo was groaning in front of his computer, 
trying to come up with a solution to one of the area 


problems that the regional manager had given him, namely 
the reduction of labor costs. 


Then, the assistant manager, Wakana, asked Ichigo. 
“Oh, is it that time already?” 


For lunchtime at this store, it was either bringing your own 
lunch box or eating out at the food court in the adjacent 
Shopping mall. 


Alternatively, online delivery is also possible. Those who 
wish to order delivery, order together. Ichigo always ordered 
delivery, so he must have been asked the same question 
this time. 


“Ah, then...” 


Naturally, Ichigo didn’t bring his own lunch, and as usual, he 
tried to choose a dish from the menu that was given to him- 


And there it was. 
“Excuse me.” 


There was a knock on the office door, and as the door 
opened, a security guard entered the room with just his 
head. 


“Can | help you?” 


When one of the office staff asked the security guard, he 
scratched his head and opened the door a little more. 


“Ah, she’s here to see the manager.” 


A high school girl appeared from behind the security guard. 


Everyone in the office couldn’t help but admire the girl with 
the long black hair, slightly slanted eyes, and beautiful long 
eyelashes. 


Everyone except for one person - Ichigo. 
“|,.Luna-san?” 


Luna was there, dressed in the same outfit she had just left 
with this morning. For a moment, Ichigo was just as stunned 
as everyone else around him - But then, a chill went down 
his spine. 


“I’m sorry to disturb you all.” 


In contrast to Ichigo’s condition, Luna’s voice sounded 
angelic, and with a flowing gesture, she bent down and 
bowed her head. 


“My name is Hoshigami, and I’m a first-year student at 
Himesuhara Girls’ High School.” 


A polite bow and a polite greeting. 

As expected of a school for young ladies. 
The etiquette is top-notch. 

(Not...!) 


Ichigo scolded his brain for wanting to escape reality for a 
second. 


He then wondered - Why did she appear here? 


However, the confused Ichigo’s question was easily 
answered by Luna’s words immediately after. It was a 
statement that caused even more confusion. 


“Today, | brought lunch for Kugiyama-san.” Luna said as she 
took out a lunch box from the bag in her hand. 


Ichigo could see that the lunch box was wrapped in a pretty 
colored napkin. It seemed to be homemade. 


Perhaps she had made it this morning while preparing 
breakfast - No, now is not the time to be thinking about 
such things, Ichigo reminded himself. 


The staff at the office was beginning to buzz at the idea that 
a high school girl had come to deliver a lunch box. 


The assistant manager, Wakana, who was standing right 
next to Ichigo, was also in a puzzled state. 


Luna walked through the office, and when she reached 
Ichigo, she smiled and offered him the lunch box. 


“Here you go.” 
“Hey, can | have a word?!” 


Instantly, Ichigo placed a hand on Luna’s shoulder and spun 
her around on the spot, making her face away from 
everyone. 


He then turned to face Luna and began a whispered 
conversation with her. 


“Why are you here!” 


Perhaps it was amusing to see Ichigo in such a state of 
panic, Luna seemed to be trying to hold back from bursting 
out. 


“My high school is pretty close to here, | could get here in 
about ten minutes after taking various forms of 


transportation.” 


That in itself was not important information at the moment, 
so Ichigo put that aside for now. 


“How do you know where | work? 


“You told me about it last night.” Luna said, tilting her head 
as if it were obvious. 


Oh, God. | really don’t remember. If | think about it, there 
were a lot of unclear parts of the conversation we had just 
before | got drunk. Just how much did | talk about? - Ichigo 
thought in his mind. 


“Also, you gave me your business card. Here.” Luna Said, as 
she pulled out a piece of paper from her skirt pocket and 
presented it with a happy face. 


It was, without a doubt, Ichigo’s business card. It was a 
business card with the name of the company that runs this 
large department store and the title of store manager 
printed on it. He had given it to her last night, though he 
didn’t remember it. That was why she knew every detail 
about Ichigo’s occupation and workplace. All of this came 
out of his own hands... Ichigo had no choice but to hold his 
head in his hands. 


Meanwhile, the staff in the office was also in turmoil. 


A mysterious high school girl was coming to visit Ichigo, the 
store manager, and delivered him a lunchbox. 


Ichigo is single, so naturally, he has no wife or daughter. 


So, what is this girl to Ichigo? 


It was a situation where people might think that Ichigo had 
done something with a high school girl. 


Ichigo, the staff, and the entire atmosphere of the place 
were in a State of rigidity. 


“Ah, um...” 


It was the assistant manager, Wakana, who had stopped 
talking until just then. 


“Excuse me, but what is your relationship with the 
manager?” 


Seemed to be quite upset as well, she asked Luna a direct 
question, subtly breaking her usual intellectual atmosphere. 
Still, she asked in a polite manner. 


Then Luna responded, “Yes. Last night in front of the station, 
| was approached by a drunk man who seemed to have had 
too much to drink. When | was in trouble, Kugiyama-san 
helped me.” 


She began to explain the situation to the staff ina 
reasonable manner. 


“l wanted to thank him for what he did for me, so today, | 
brought a lunch box for him.” 


When Luna explained the situation, the staff seemed to 
agree with her, saying, 


“Oh, | see...” 
“| didn’t know that happened.” and, 


“As expected of the manager.” 


The young girl’s appearance had a pure and innocent 
atmosphere. 


The fact that she brought a lunch box as a token of 
gratitude was seen as an appropriate way of a young girl 
expressing her gratitude. The staff probably also thought it 
was cute. 


It seemed to have persuasive power. And Ichigo was praised 
by the staff who heard about the incident. 


When Ichigo looked over at Luna, she smiled at him with a 
big smile on her face. Ichigo couldn’t tell whether Luna 
knew about Ichigo’s distress or not, but her gesture was 
more charming than annoying, and Ichigo was unwillingly 
distracted by it. 


“By any chance, were you involved with that thug | told you 
about this morning, the one who got into trouble with the 
police?” 


As if she had just remembered, Wakana also asked Ichigo. 


if si 
Wd Iwi 





ma S1k \e c (NX yY Ay 2 SSS ae 


“Eh... I’m not sure if it was the same person, but at that 
time, | was just involved because she seemed to be in 
trouble.” 


“Il see... If that’s what happened, you didn’t have to hide it.” 


Wakana suddenly smiled at Ichigo with a smile that showed 
her goodwill and respect. It could even be taken as a proud 
expression. 


“But... That’s exactly something Manager would do...” 


At any rate, it seemed that Ichigo had managed to save his 
social life. Inwardly, he felt relieved. 


Ichigo looked at his side and he found that Luna looked 
happy. 


After that, Luna handed over the lunch box and didn’t stay 
long before leaving. Of course, she had left her lunch break 
at school to come here. So it was only natural, since she had 
schoolwork to do. 


The lunch she brought was very well made for a high school 
student. 


One slightly large onigiri, and the side dishes, which were 
mainly salted and grilled pork belly, simmered vegetables, 
and spinach with sesame paste, making it a colorful lunch. 
Furthermore, a soup jar filled with consommé soup was also 
included. 


Ichigo’s first impression was that it was completely different 
from the breakfast he had eaten earlier. 


In most cases, lunch is linked to the breakfast menu to some 
extent. Usually, either the breakfast menu shows up on 
lunch, or the leftovers from lunch will show up at breakfast. 


In other words, Luna had decided from the start that she 
would bring Ichigo a lunch box and surprise him with a visit. 


Ichigo felt like it was the result of an age-appropriate sense 
of mischief combined with a mysterious driving force. 


However, since she had brought it to Ichigo, he couldn’t not 
try it - He stretched out his chopsticks and found the taste 
to be of perfect quality. 


It had the homemade flavor that Ichigo wouldn’t find in 
convenience store prepared lunches. 


To be honest, Ichigo felt that it wasn’t even comparable to 
what he himself could make. 


“How nice... Manager gets to eat a lunch box made by a 
high school girl.” 


Some staff members interrupted as Ichigo was eating in the 
break room. 


“Tl wish | could meet a high school girl like that.” 


“It’s impossible for you. You have to be able to act on the 
spur of the moment like the manager.” 


One of the younger employees was teased by an older 
woman who was working part-time saying so. 


“Manager!” 


Instantly, a loud voice rang out. 


A young man with a large build stepped forward in front of 
Ichigo. 


“Who the hell was that beautiful girl just now?” 


The man is named Aoyama, a part-time working student at 
a physical education college. He is strong and sturdy, and is 
very active in carrying heavy loads, though he’s a bit hot 
and bothered. 


“She was just a high school girl | met yesterday by chance.” 


“The manager saved her from being attacked by a 
molester.” An elderly part-timer added to Ichigo’s comment 
from the side. 


“No, he wasn’t really a molester...” 


“That’s great, manager! By the way, did you exchange 
contact information?” 


“| didn’t.” 


When Ichigo said this in a dumbfounded manner, Aoyama 
exaggeratedly reacted with, “Eh! Why not?!” 


“That’s the normal thing to do, is it not?” 


“No, no, normal would be saying ‘It was a fateful 
encounter.’” 


“Wah, your ulterior motive is so obvious... | mean, you’re 
the only one who uses such old-fashioned methods.” One of 
the two part-time female college students said while 
laughing from the side. 


“The manager is a gentleman, so he won’t have any bad 
ideas like you.” 


“Hahaha...” 


Ichigo couldn’t exactly say that he didn’t have any ulterior 
motives. Remembering what happened last night, Ichigo 
chuckled inwardly. 


“But it’s amazing. | wonder if today’s kids can really make 
something like that?” 


Another part-time student looked at the lunch box in front of 
Ichigo. 


“No, this is the work of someone who is used to it. She 
probably makes her own lunch box.” 


“Or maybe, she made it with her mother’s guidance.” 
-Perhaps she is used to making them. 


Everyone was speculating, but Ichigo, who knew the family 
situation of the rumored high school girl, knew the right 
answer. 


Then, a question suddenly came to Ichigo’s mind. 
Naturally, she would make her own lunch. 

But she lives alone, 

(...Then, this lunch box is...) 


The business hours passed without any particular problems 
occurring, and nighttime came around. 


“Thank you for your hard work.” 
“Thank you for your hard work, manager.” 


The staff who had finished closing the store and completing 
their duties for the day were leaving the office first. As he 
watched them go home one by one, Ichigo also began to 
prepare for the end of the day. The labor cost reduction plan 
that he had thought through the day was put into a 
document that would be ready to email out at any time. 


“Now... I'd better get going.” 


The store is locked by the security guard, so Ichigo just took 
over a few things and left the premises. The bustle of the 
daytime was no more, and Ichigo left the store filled with 
silence. 


Ichigo went the opposite route he took yesterday. Exiting 
the storefront’s entrance, he went on his way to the rooftop. 


“...Amm?” 


Then, close to the power generation equipment near the 
commercial pipe entrance, Ichigo saw a figure leaning its 
weight against the fence as if it was waiting. 


Ichigo walked up to the figure. 
“What are you doing?” 
“Ah, Ichi, thank you for your work.” 


It was Luna. 


When Luna noticed Ichigo’s presence, she turned around 
and smiled softly. 


“What, | just came to get my lunch box back?” 


She said with her eyes slightly upturned. Like a little devil, 
she seemed to be enjoying herself. Then, Ichigo could even 
feel a mysterious atmosphere that did not match her age. 


It reminded Ichigo of the sexy appeal the girl he had once 
fallen in love with sometimes showed. In addition, it showed 
Ichigo the kind of emotion that she had never shown him 
back then. 


If someone were to see such a thing at close range, they 
would likely be overwhelmed by uncontrollable emotions. 


But... 


“No, it’s obvious you were waiting until after business 
hours.” Ichigo responded as he tried to keep his composure. 
“It’s almost nine in the evening. It would be dangerous to be 
alone at this hour.” 


Luna’s eyes fluttered at the genuine concern Ichigo 
expressed for her. 


“It’s okay, it’s okay.” 
Luna smiled deceptively. 


She has the ability to take action when she thinks. But on 
the other hand, it also indicates a somewhat weak sense of 
crisis Management. 


“Can't be helped then... I'll take you home.” 


“ER?” 


When Ichigo said this, Luna looked surprised. 
““Is it really okay? Buses and trains are still operating.” 


“The car is faster. After what happened last night, it’s not 
safe for a girl to be walking alone in the middle of the night. 
Besides, we need to have a proper discussion about the 
future.” 


Ah, that’s right - Ichigo remembered as he took out an 
empty lunch box from his bag. 


This afternoon, Luna gave Ichigo a lunch box and a soup jar. 


The tableware, which had already been washed at the 
store’s break room, was handed back to Luna. 


“How was your lunch? This lunch box was originally for 
yourself, wasn’t it?” 


“...So you found out.” 


This morning, Luna was the one who said that she lived 
alone and didn’t have enough tableware for two people. So 
naturally, she wouldn’t have two lunch boxes. 


Luna had used her own lunch box to prepare lunch for 
Ichigo. 


(...Moreover, she probably made a little bit more than usual 
to give it to me...) 


Ichigo felt that the lunch was a little too much for a high 
school girl. 


And Ichigo’s guess was proven right, then, Luna’s stomach 
rumbled, “Growl~~” 


“No way! You haven’t had lunch?!” 


Luna’s cheeks flushed and she turned away. Perhaps it was 
because she had spent most of her lunch break delivering 
the lunch box to Ichigo. Regardless, Ichigo understood that 
she was hungry after skipping a meal. 


“Hah~~” Ichigo sighed. “Let’s get some food?” He 
suggested that to Luna. “I'll drive you home. Eating out is... 
too much. Let’s just go to a drive-through and buy 
something on the way.” 


“Is that okay?” 
“I just feel bad about the lunch box.” 


When Ichigo said that, Luna’s eyes fluttered for a few 
seconds, and then, her face was filled with a wispy smile. It 
was as if she couldn’t control her heart in front of her 
beloved - In other words, it was a smile of affection. 


“You're so kind, Ichi.” 
sae la 


Ichigo, who only thought he was suggesting the obvious, did 
not understand Luna’s words true meaning. 


However, Ichigo suddenly realized that things had turned 
out just the way she wanted them to. He wondered if she 
had planned all of it from the beginning. 


“For now, let’s go to the rooftop parking lot, The car is-” 


“Is there someone there?” 


Ichigo’s heart jumped. 


Luna in front of him also seemed startled and rolled her 
eyes. 


At the sound of a voice from behind him, Ichigo hurriedly 
turned around and hid Luna behind his back. 


Ichigo could see a figure walking up to him. He couldn’t see 
who it was, as the figure’s position was out of reach of the 
outdoor lights. 


“Luna-san, hide.” 
“Eh? Even if you say hide...” 


Ichigo instantly moved to the wall of a nearby building. Luna 
followed him, though with some hesitation. She hid herself 
as closely as possible to the wall, hiding behind Ichigo’s 
body. 


The position they were in was slightly out of the way of the 
lights, so it should be possible to hide in the darkness. 


Eventually, the figure showed itself. 
“Ah, it’s just the manager.” 
“Wakana-san... What’s going on?” 


It was the assistant manager, Wakana, who was supposed 
to have left earlier. 


As she walked closer, Wakana recognized Ichigo and looked 
relieved. 


“| just came back to get something | forgot. Is the manager 
on his way back now?” 


“Yeah, something like that.” 

“| had the feeling that you were talking to someone.” 
Ichigo’s heart leaped. 

“No, I’m alone.” 


Ichigo tried not to make her aware of Luna, who was 
suffocating behind him. He attempted to erase Luna’s 
existence by taking all the atmosphere when they were 
talking. 


“It seems So.” 


Ichigo’s desperate deception was successful. Wakana 
seemed to accept that Ichigo was the only one who could be 
there without any doubt at all. 


Ichigo felt slightly relieved- 
“By the way, about that girl from this afternoon...” 


But the next words that came out of Wakana’s mouth made 
his insides ache again. 


“Eh? Oh, you mean that high school girl?” 


He was hiding the girl behind his back right as they were 
speaking. Luna was getting nervous as well, and she was 
trying her best to make her presence less noticeable by 
getting even closer to Ichigo’s back. 


“She was a good girl. She’s still young, and yet she came all 
the way here to thank you.” 


“Yes, she was...” 


Ichigo could feel Luna’s body heat against his back. He 
wondered if his quickening heartbeat could reach her 
through his body. 


“.,.By the way, manager...” 
“Yas?” 
The conversation with Wakana was still going on. 


He couldn’t afford to break his concentration, but he 
couldn’t help but give a raw answer. 


“Manager, do you prefer to have a lunch box?” 
“ER?” 


“No, usually you order delivery, but today, you looked like 
you really enjoyed the lunch box she delivered. If you prefer 
homemade lunch or some kind of other preferences... If you 
want, | can make them for you whenever I can...” 


“What?” Ichigo asked back as he was not fully aware of the 
conversation. 


“Ah, no, it’s nothing.” 


“Wakana-san, Shouldn’t you get the stuff you forgot? | think 
the guards will be done locking up soon.” 


Ichigo felt bad, but in order to end the conversation early, 
Ichigo changed the subject to remind Wakana of her original 
purpose. 


“Ah, that’s right. Then, see you tomorrow.” 


“Yes, thank you for your hard work.” 


The strategy worked, and Wakana hurriedly headed towards 
the store’s entrance. 


“Now!” 

With that, Ichigo left with Luna. 
“Let’s hurry.” 

“It was thrilling.” 

“Yeah, it was bad for my heart.” 


Together, they walked up the ramp to the rooftop parking lot 
where Ichigo’s car was parked. 


“Ah right, the assistant manager said earlier...” Luna asked 
“How was the lunch? Did you like it?” 


“Ah, well... It was delicious.” 
Luna smiled happily when Ichigo told her his honest opinion. 
“I’m glad. Then, I’ll make it for you again.” 


Seeing the motivated Luna, Ichigo wrinkled his brow. She 
barged into the store with a lunch box - An action that did 
not fit the image of Sakura in Ichigo’s mind. But if she were 
his girlfriend back then... Ichigo imagined that this was the 
kind of action that Sakura would definitely do. 


On one hand, Ichigo was bewildered by Luna’s shocking 
Surprise, but on the other, he also felt the feeling of 
immorality. By the two different emotions, Ichigo felt torn 
apart. 


Chapter 3: Unplanned 
Date 


Every now and then, Ichigo would suddenly think back to 
the memory of a date he had with Sakura a long time ago. 


Although people would say that it was only a pale, sweet 
and sour adolescence memory. For Ichigo, it was very 
valuable and special. 


Ichigo was still a child at the time, and naturally, he had 
neither the financial resources nor the ability to do anything. 


Once or twice a year, they would go to a nearby amusement 
park or swimming pool together, and for the rest of the 
time, they would just roam around shopping malls, game 
centers, and other amusement facilities within the range of 
transportation that even children could use. 


Outdoor activities such as trips to the beach or mountains. 
Traveling for more than one night. 

Going overseas. 

Of course, such things were a pipedream. 


With no money and no special surprise to offer, Ichigo had 
no choice but to try his best to get her in the mood with his 
knowledge and creativity. 


Now that Ichigo thought about it, he felt like he didn’t do 
much to entertain her. 


Rather, going back to his memory, Sakura on the contrary 
had been paying out at every major place they went. 


A long time ago, during summer vacation, Sakura and Ichigo 
went to a nearby outlet mall to play. 


At that mall, there was an ice cream store which was 
famous in the city, and there, Sakura treated him to ice 
cream. Unlike the ones sold in convenience stores and chain 
stores, they were quite the price. 


To begin with, the sound of an outlet mall sounded 
fashionable to Ichigo’s childish mind, so he invited Sakura to 
go with him on the spur of the moment. 


The outlet was basically a shopping complex, a place for 
shopping. Without any money, you would only get to walk 
around and do nothing. 


Thinking about how he made Sakura come with him to his 
sudden invite and even made her spend money, Ichigo felt 
depressed. 


Sakura noticed the dejected Ichigo and then said with a 
lovely smile, 


‘1 don’t mind. | just want to make some memories now that 
Ichi has brought me here.’ 


He even remembered the scent of floral perfume coming 
from her at that moment. It was a sweet scent, a mixture of 
floral scents similar to lavender and citrus fruit... 


...But in hindsight, it was an embarrassing memory. 


It wasn’t just about that. 


As an older woman who grew up in a reasonably wealthy 
family, Sakura must have taken care of Ichigo’s young, 
ignorant, and rudderless self by agreeing to his date 
unbeknownst to him. 


Ichigo realized this now, and when he recalled back, it was 
honestly pathetic. 


Ichigo felt that maybe he was the only one who thought that 
the time they spent together was special and valuable. 


-He wondered if Sakura had already decided to get engaged 
for family reasons at that time. 


-He wondered if Sakura had acted cheerfully to hide her 
problems that she couldn’t tell others about. 


Ichigo asked questions that he himself couldn’t answer. 


And then, there was anger at himself for not knowing or 
understanding anything at the time - A dim self-loathing 
that made him want to cry. 


It was a never-ending cycle. 
Parents with their children, couples, elderly couples... 


Light background music played in the background of a 
gorgeous space crowded with people from various 
backgrounds. 


Ichigo Kugiyama nodded with intrigue as he looked around 
at the array of products on display in front of him. 


“Il see... It really is amazing. Glad | came.” 


On this day, Ichigo was visiting a large shopping mall in the 
city where he lived. 


Unlike the NSC in the suburbs where Ichigo works, the 
specialty stores here are lined up within a single building. 


The location is also quite close to the center of the city. 


Of course, Ichigo’s visit here today was not for personal 
Shopping, but as part of his work. He came to scout out the 
new store of a competitor that had recently opened in this 
Shopping mall. 


The competitor was a company that had recently been 
getting a lot of attention for its own products - The so-called 
PB products, which had become the talk of the town through 
TV specials and word of mouth on social media. (T/N : | think 
PB stands for private brand, not so sure though...) 


They must have opened an antenna store in this shopping 
mall, aiming to brand the PB products. 


This process of visiting other companies’ stores and 
conducting competitive research is called store comparison. 


“Now...” 


In addition to investigating the functionality and price of the 
hottest new products, Ichigo also looked at the scale of the 
product development in relation to the area of the site, the 
variety of products, and the assortment of goods. 


Ichigo took a breath and switched his mind. 


Needless to say, the problem Ichigo was currently struggling 
with the most was - What to do about his relationship with 
Luna in the future. 


He had met Sakura’s daughter, Luna, by chance. He then 
spent the night in her room, received her declaration of love 
early in the morning, and had her come to the store to 
deliver him a lunch box at noon. 


After dropping Luna off at her house, they had a discussion 
in her room over a drive-through dinner. They talked 
resolutely and seriously about the future. But in the end, it 
only went round and round in circles. 


Stubbornly, Luna showed no indication of backing down. 
‘I’m not going to cause trouble for Ichi.’ 
After dinner, Luna had prepared coffee. 


A black liquid with an astringent scent - Luna said in a very 
serious tone while wrapping her hands around the mug in 
which it was poured. 


‘I'll make sure to cover it up so that it won’t look suspicious, 
Just like | did at the store today.’ 


‘No, it’s true that we got away with it today, but...’ 
Ichigo scratched his hair in annoyance. 


‘What if someone from your school or... Or even the police 
catch attention? What if they become suspicious of our 
relationship and start interrogating you?’ 


If 1’m ever questioned, I'll explain the situation properly and 
assure them that Ichi is not responsible or guilty in any way.’ 


-Ichigo recalled the event that night. 
The whole time, Luna had put on a serious expression. 


What a disturbing conversation. It was as if a man and 
woman were having an affair in secret - Ichigo thought. 


Contrary to Luna, Ichigo was worried. 


Regardless, she didn’t budge - There was no way around it, 
so Ichigo suggested that they exchange contact information 
and talk again at another time. 


Luna saw him off, and he went home. 


Taking a firm approach does not mean that you should just 
shove things down their throats. 


It means finding a compromise that both parties can agree 
on before risking further damage. 


In this regard, there is no stronger enemy than Luna. 
A quick solution could not be reached. 
(...Ah, whatever...) 


Long-term battles and mudslinging are not uncommon in 
Ichigo’s profession. 


There was a time when Ichigo had a problem with a 
particular customer and spent two years trying to solve it. 


In the case of a store manager, such situations may arise 
not only with customers but also with landlords and 
business partners. There’s no other way but to be patient- 


“mm?” 


While strolling through the mall with this in mind, Ichigo 
spotted a mobile van. 


It’s probably a tenant - Ichigo thought at the time. 


The mall had spacious grounds, so it was possible to get a 
van inside the building. 


“Ice cream, huh?” 


Looking at the sign and menu board decorated with colorful 
decorations, the product seemed to be ice cream. 


There was also some kind of advertising that said it had 
been featured on TV and in magazines. 


There was a line of young people waiting for their turn, 
which indicated that the shop was quite popular. 


“.,.Speaking of which, Sakura and | once went to an outlet 
mall and she bought me an ice cream from a famous store 
that had opened up in the city.” 


Looking back on it now, it was an embarrassing memory. 
Ichigo chuckled. 


...Recently, strangely enough, Ichigo has been recalling his 
memories of Sakura in this way. 


The other day’s encounter with Luna must have been the 
trigger. 


He hadn’t been able to relax because of the raging 
developments until today, but now that he has settled 


down, he has come to realize the reality that Sakura is 
already dead. 


As for the cause of her death, Luna said it was an accident. 
It was a very sensitive matter for Ichigo, and of course, 
especially for Luna. 


There was no way he could ask her about his mother’s 
death so casually. That’s why he’s been trying to avoid this 
topic as much as possible when talking to Luna. 


...Maybe Luna is the reason - Ichigo thought, but in 
proportion to that, he started to think more about his 
memories with Sakura. 


She got married at the age of 16, had a child, and lived to 
be a parent. 


She was forced into a political marriage in order to save her 
family, so to speak. 


The couple got along well, Luna said - But then, the 
husband she married passed away, and she was left to raise 
a child on her own - And then, an unthinkable incident 
ended her life. 


A life that Ichigo could never imagine... Still, he wondered if 
she had been able to live a happy life. 


“Ice cream...” 


Perhaps it was because Ichigo remembered the memory of 
Sakura and had such a sentimental thought. 


With the business excuse that he might want to line up for a 
conversation with the store staff, Ichigo tried to line up for 
the mobile van. 


But then all of a sudden, Ichigo felt a pair of eyes on him. 
Specifically, from the diagonal plant decor behind him. 


...| have a bad feeling about this - Ichigo thought to himself 
as he turned around. 


A figure was looking at him, half-peeking out from behind a 
plant. 


It wasn’t even trying to hide - It was more like asking to be 
spotted. 


With a sigh and a slight look of dismay on his face, Ichigo 
walked towards the person, 


“Why are you here...?” 
“Ah, you noticed me.” 


She had a mischievous cat-like smile on her face, and 
needless to say, it was Luna. 


Today, she was wearing casual clothes. 
A blouse with white ruffles and a navy blue skirt. 


Her clothes weren't flashy, and she still retained the 
innocent atmosphere she had when she was wearing her 
school uniform. 


However, the way she jumped up and down in front of 
Ichigo as if she was a little excited, and the sweet smell of 
Shampoo coming from her hair, had an effect that would 
appeal to men’s hearts. 


“Why, you ask? The other night at my house, when you 
were talking about work, you said there was a competitor 
store you were interested in.” 


“What?” 
The words were so new to Ichigo that he was upset. 
“You mean when | got drunk at your house?” 


“Yeah. You said you wanted to do reconnaissance day fora 
competitive survey. And then, | asked when that would be. 
Do you not remember?” 


“.,.50, you planned to ambush me?” Ichigo said with a sigh 
as he lowered his head. It was the result of his resignation to 
his own laxity and his dismay at Luna’s ability to act a little 
too much. 


But then, Luna gave a response that Ichigo couldn’t have 
expected. 


“No, | didn’t. | asked Ichi properly. | said, ‘Since I’m off 
school on that day, can | come with Ichi?’” 


ee” 

Ichigo looked up and saw Luna with a big smile on her face. 
“And then you said, ‘It’s totally fine’, didn’t you?” 

Luna’s statement made Ichigo feel dizzy for a moment. 


Was what she just said the truth? - No, even if it was a 
drunken, joking remark, there was no way he would run into 
her with such pinpoint accuracy unless he had set a precise 
date and time to meet her. 


Perhaps the promise she said was really made. 


(...1 can’t believe | even did that in my drunken state...) 


Ichigo felt even more depressed and held his head in his 
hands as he was reminded of how stupid he had been that 
night. 


To such Ichigo, “Let’s go, Ichi.” Luna said as she turned 
around. 


“,.Go?” 
“Let’s go on a date, just like lovers.” 


Her innocent comment made Ichigo feel even more 
anguished. 


Although Luna made a careless comment about going ona 
date together, it wasn’t like she was trying to trick or 
embarrass Ichigo. She had no malice intent. 


Ichigo knew that, so he didn’t think it was right to force her 
away or reject her here. 


. If anything, it would be impossible to shake her off. The 
rule of thumb until today said so. 


In addition, technically speaking, Ichigo is also currently at 
work. 


His main objective of checking out the new store was 
already completed, but there was still some competitive 
research to be done on other stores. 


However, leaving and getting away from her... Ichigo 
couldn’t do that. 


The reason he met her here today is because of his own 
fault. 


Ichigo didn’t have any intention of going on a date, but... He 
could at least allow her to tag around the mall with him and 
look at the stores. 


“First of all, I’m not going to go to restaurants, cafes, 
karaoke bars, playgrounds, or anything like that. I’m not 
going to do anything other than an extension of you 
following my competitive research on your own. You got 
that?” 


“Okay, | understand.” 


“And keep your distance.” Ichigo said, getting a few meters 
away from Luna. 


There was no point in sticking together like two young 
lovers going about their day. Therefore, it was natural for 
them to leave some distance between them. 


“I know, | know. Don’t worry.” Luna smiled and agreed in 
response. 


Ichigo deliberately tried to make her lose interest, but Luna 
didn’t seem to care at all. 


What Ichigo proposed was just for her to tag along 
observing the stores... He wondered why she looked so 
happy. 


(...somehow, my heart is itching...) 


As he walked, Ichigo felt a conflict in his heart as the girl 
followed him like an obedient puppy. 


From a distance, it looked as if Luna was chasing after Ichigo 
ahead of her. 


If there was a passerby who was paying attention to the two 
of them, they could think that they weren’t strangers. But 
even so, they wouldn’t think the two of them were having a 
suspicious relationship. 


“| wonder how the people around think of us...” As if reading 
Ichigo’s thoughts, Luna opened her mouth. “Parent and 
child? Boss and subordinate? Do they think we’re lovers?” 
And so on, with the same high tension. 


(...She’s having fun. She doesn’t even realize the situation.) 
Ichigo let out a sigh in his mind. 


However, there was one part of her words that made Ichigo 
think, “I see...” He was concerned about what people would 
think, but with her, he might be able to get away with the 
impression that they were father and daughter. 


“Let’s stop here a bit.” Ichigo said as he stopped in front of a 
general store that sold mainly interior goods such as 
furniture and bedding, and kitchen goods such as tableware 
and cookware. “I want to check this place out.” 


This store is also a competitor... However, compared to the 
company group Ichigo works for, they are much smaller in 
terms of competition. 


He had planned to stop by to do some research, and 
fortunately, this would be a natural place for a parent and 
child to come together. At least, if two lovers were far apart 
in age, they would go to a more glamorous place... Although 
that was just Ichigo’s own personal impression. 


“Coming to another company’s store to do surveillance, it’s 
a tough job, isn’t it...” Luna said as they went through the 
entrance of the store and began patrolling the interior. Of 
course, still keeping a moderate distance. 


“..Well, It’s my job as a store manager.” 


As the person standing at the top of the store, Ichigo has to 
constantly look ahead and come up with new ideas. The 
scout report should not be neglected either. 


When Ichigo answered that, Luna nodded her head in 
admiration with an, “I see...” 


Ichigo wondered why she seemed to have a proud 
expression. 


“You're amazing, Ichi. | heard the other night, something 
about an S-ranked store? It’s not very common to be in 
charge of a top-selling store and be the manager at such a 
young age, is it?” 


“...You sound like you’re boasting.” 


Every time Luna gives him information about the 
conversation they had the other night, Ichigo feels a little 
miserable. 


“The last time | went to the store, the staff seemed to 
respect you. You’re good at your job and well-liked. Isn’t Ichi 
actually a pretty good deal?” 


Luna was getting excited all by herself as she said the same 
thing as the female part-time college students. 


“Wah... Am | actually a very lucky person? To be the lover of 
such a person as Ichi.” 


“Yes, yes.” Ichigo dismissed Luna as he observed the 
products, the atmosphere, and the design inside the store. 


“You're so serious.” Luna said as she stared at Ichigo. Then, 
Luna muttered to herself, “Hmm, an idea, an idea...” 


“What’s the matter with you?” 
“Mhmm... | was just trying to come up with some ideas.” 
Since we’re in this together — Mumbled Luna. 


That would not be something that two people on a date 
would do - Ichigo couldn’t help but smile. 


“No, you don’t have to do that.” 


“But isn’t it important to have an opinion from a customer’s 
point of view like mine?” 


Ichigo was hit with a statement that he couldn’t say no to, 
and he held his tongue. 


“Fufu... Ah, by the way,” That’s when Luna came up with 
something and looked as if a light bulb was floating above 
her head. 


“The other day when | went to the Ichi’s store, | saw that the 
store had a craft room where you can make all kinds of 
things there, right?” 


The large department store where Ichigo is the manager of 
has a workshop as a facility that can be freely used by 
customers. Tools and equipment are also available for free 
rental. In addition, they also offer craft classes for children 
and culture classes taught by staff with specialized 
knowledge. 


“On the board of that craft class, there was something like a 
keychain made from a plastic plate, right?” 


“Oh, the plastic keychains?” 


A keychain made by drawing a picture on a plastic plate and 
heating it until it shrinks. It’s a craft for children. 


“There were samples on display, but they were basically 
copies of illustrations from coloring books, photos, etc. that 
the store had prepared, right?” 


“Yeah : ” 


“Instead of that, why don’t you try to use trendy pictures? 
Right now, it would be something like ‘Blade of destruction’. 
You can make your own keychain with illustrations from that 
popular anime! Or, something like-“ 


“You can’t do that because of the copyright.” 


Ichigo let out a smile when he saw Luna snorting “Mmm” 
after being cut off like that. 


“Rather than the kind of contribution to attracting 
customers and sales, I’d rather have inputs for product 
features. Do you have any ideas?” 


“Um... How about something like this?” 


Luna then picked up a product on a nearby shelf - A box for 
lunch. 


“A reconfigurable lunch box.” 


“You can sell several small boxes like this tupperware that 
can be placed inside a larger box. For example, you could 
prepare the side dishes the night before, put them in the 
Small tupperware boxes and store them in the refrigerator, 
and in the morning, put the small boxes inside the large 
lunch box, and you’re good to go, no hassle! You can even 
change the content of the lunch box as you please with all 
the different variations of side dishes! ...Something like 
that?” 


“1 see,” 


Although some of the words were not clear enough, she did 
her best to explain, and Ichigo was able to visualize the 
images in his mind. 


Ichigo thought it was not a bad idea. 
“It might be possible.” 

“Really? Yayyy!” 

Looking happy, Luna gave a big smile. 


“Even an amateur’s opinion is pretty good, right? Why don’t 
you gather opinions from your regular customers like this?” 


“You mean to say we should set up some sort of suggestion 
box?” 


“Mhmm... Something of a larger scale, something like a New 
Product Development Idea Championship!” 


“If it’s that big, there’d be too much work...” 
No, wait. 


Then, Ichigo thought. 


There was no need to hold it in a store or send out 
postcards. 


An online survey - Using the company’s application. 


Currently, Ichigo’s store focus is - Increasing the number of 
application-using customers, which is something that the 
company is also putting a lot of effort into. 


How about using this opportunity to collect ideas for product 
improvement from customers as an app-based event? 


Applicants can also be granted shopping points that can be 
used in stores throughout the country. That would also 
attract more customers. 


Rather than randomly gather opinions from a wide range of 
people from a private sector who-knows-where, if it’s from 
customers who use it on a regular basis, it should be able to 
gather ideas that will be in high demand. 


“What’s wrong, Ichi?” 


“No, | think | may have come up with a pretty good 
Submission idea thanks to you.” 


When Ichigo said that, Luna smiled happily and said, “1 
see... That’s good then.” 


Then, just like before, she stared at Ichigo. 
Ichigo noticed this and raised his gaze. 
“What's the matter?” 


“Mhmm... | just thought Ichi’s face when he’s serious and 
concentrating is cool. Ah, it’s always cool though.” 


When she said that, Ichigo’s heart skipped a beat for a 
moment. 


And in the next moment, he came to his senses. 


This was because he realized that Luna had approached him 
to a close distance and was looking at his face 


“No, you're too close.” 
“Eh, just for a little bit, just a bit.” 


Ichigo twisted to get away from Luna who was leaning in too 
close to him. 


That’s when it happened. 
“Ah, manager?” 


The voice sounded familiar, and Ichigo’s body stiffened as 
he felt a jolt of shock pull up his spine. 


He turned to the source of the sound and there she was, one 
of the housewives working part-time at the store. 


Today, Ichigo believed the staff were on holiday. 
“Hello, so today manager is off work too.” 

“Ah, no...” 

This is bad - Ichigo thought immediately. 


To be precise, Ichigo was here for a competitor survey, so he 
was not on holiday but on work duty, but this was not the 
time to point this out. 


Ichigo was seen with Luna. 


In the hands of these part-time housewives, no matter what 
excuse Ichigo and Luna come up with, it will be all over the 

store tomorrow... No, tonight it will soread instantly through 
the messaging apps on their phones. 


A cold sweat broke out all over his body. 
However. 


“Are you alone today? Why don’t you spend the occasional 
day off with your girlfriend?” 


adele” 


When Ichigo turned around at the housewife part’s remark, 
Luna, who was supposed to be right beside him, had 
disappeared. 


Before he knew it, Luna had moved to the other side of the 
kitchenware section and was looking at the shelves of 
products with her back to him. 


She hadn’t been noticed. She seemed to be pretending to 
be a stranger, perfectly fooling her surroundings. 


“Ah, yes, yes.” 


After that, the housewife part exchanged some random chit- 
chat with Ichigo, and left the store, apparently having 
already finished her shopping. 


“Hah... That was a close one.” 
“Yeah, it really was.” 
As Ichigo patted his chest, Luna came back to him. 


“| felt a little nerve wracked, too.” 


Despite the dialogue, she seemed to be really enjoying 
herself. Seeing Luna like that, Ichigo felt as if his strength 
was being drained from his body. 


If they stay here like this, they might run into a familiar face 
on their holiday again. 


At any rate, they quickly left the store and headed for the 
parking lot attached to the shopping mall. 


“Are we leaving already?” 





PT J Yor VN 


“Yeah, I’ve done all the necessary research. I’m going home 
to do the paperwork.” 


At the same time, Ichigo put Luna in the passenger seat and 
started the car to take her home. 


“Oh, by the way,” As they were driving out of the parking 
lot, Luna spoke up as if she remembered. “We missed the 
ice cream.” 


“Ice cream?” 


“You know, the ice cream van before? | was trying to get in 
line.” 
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Ichigo also remembered that just before he found her 
hiding, he was about to get in line for the ice cream mobile 
van. 


“| wanted some ice cream too... Ah, there!.” 


As they stopped at a red light, Luna spotted something and 
pointed at it. There was a chain ice cream store along the 
road. The sign, designed in pink and light blue, glowed 
colorfully and asserted itself. 


“Why don’t we stop by there?” Luna innocently turned to 
Ichigo and suggested. 


“I'll treat you this time because you're always treating me.” 


" No.” 


Maybe it was because Luna had just brought up the subject 
of ice cream. In Ichigo’s mind, the image of Sakura from his 
memory appeared - And it seemed to overlap with Luna’s. 


“I'll treat you.” Naturally, Ichigo said that. 
“Are you sure?” 


He slowed the car down and pulled into the ice cream shop 
lot to park. 


After the encounter with the housewife part earlier, Ichigo 
was a little worried about going to the store together, so he 
decided to just give Luna the money and ask her to buy the 
ice cream. 


“What should | get you?” 

“Anything is fine. You can get me whatever you want.” 
With that, he sent her off. 

Luna went to the store, and a little while later. 

“Sorry for the wait.” 


She sat back down in the car with a cone of ice cream in 
each hand. From the look and smell, it seemed she had 
bought chocolate mint and vanilla ice cream. 


“Here.” 
“Thank you.” 


It was the vanilla ice cream that Ichigo was given. He 
popped it in his mouth before it melted, and the simple 
taste of vanilla ice cream spread in his mouth. 


“Give me some of that, too.” Then, Luna moved her body 
from the passenger seat and bit into Ichigo’s vanilla ice 
cream. Before he could say anything, Luna was already back 
in her original position, saying, “Mmm, delicious” while 
enjoying the ice cream she had taken. She then glanced at 
Ichigo and said, “Does Ichi want some of mine?” 


“No, I’m not a fan of mint.” 
“Is that so... Failure.” 


For some reason, Luna seemed unhappy with Ichigo’s 
response. 


“Ah...” Ichigo looked over and saw that a piece of vanilla ice 
cream had melted and stuck to Luna’s cheek. Noticing this, 
Ichigo said as he pointed at his own cheek, “Luna-san, 
there’s a piece of vanilla ice cream on your cheek.” 


“ER?” 


Understanding Ichigo’s gesture, Luna checked her own face 
in the side mirror. 


“Ah, thank-” As she was about to say this, Luna stopped 
speaking as if she had thought of something. “Oh, yeah, | 
forgot to bring my handkerchief.” 


...NO way. 


Luna pointed to her own cheek and turned back to Ichigo. 
Her eyes narrowed and she smiled mischievously, giving off 
an air of seductive sex appeal. 


“You can lick me, Ichi.” 


“won't lick you.” 
“It’s okay, it’s not like anyone is watching.” 


It was just the two of them inside the car, and in the 
enclosed space, Luna made a seductive suggestion. 


“You couldn’t do this with Mother, right?” 

“Ugh...” Ichigo stammered a little at Luna’s comment. 
-A few seconds of silence passed. 

“...No, think about common sense, Luna-san.” 

“Eh, Liar! ...Fine.” 

She must have sensed the limit in the tense atmosphere. 


Luna seemed to be embarrassed as well. She hurriedly took 
out a handkerchief and wiped her blushing cheeks. 


(...You didn’t actually forget your handkerchief, did you?) 


The two of them continued to eat ice cream together for a 
while, while exchanging a few words. 


In the small car, isolated from the outside world, the two of 
them were alone for a while. 


“Are you having fun with all this?” Eventually, it was 
Ichigo who opened his mouth. 


“Amm?” 


“You said you wanted to be my lover, and that you were 
serious. But the relationship we have, it’s more like playing 


lovers, isn’t it? Don’t you think it’s a bit more constricting 
than a normal relationship?” 


“It’s fun.” Luna responded immediately to Ichigo’s frank 
question. 


She’s not going to be easily swayed after all - Ichigo 
thought. 


“It’s the first time I’ve been able to play around like this with 
someone without worrying about anything.” Luna continued. 


Ichigo was caught off guard by her comment. 


(...IS it because it’s a school for young ladies that these 
sorts of things are not seen in a good light? ...No, If | were to 
put it that way, my relationship with her would be a big 
problem in itself.) 


“Ichi, do you not think of yourself as a fun person?” Luna 
said as she sat in the passenger seat, licking the ice cream 
off her hand and into her mouth. 


“That’s not the case at all, you know. Besides, Ichi is so kind. 
| always feel safe and pampered whenever I’m with you.” 


“ER?” 


“I mean, if you really didn’t want to be with me, you could 
have just ran away, but you didn’t, did you?” 


“If | run away or something, you might scream and cause a 
big scene.” 


“| won’t do that.” Luna’s face turned pouty. 


“As | said, it’s fun and reassuring, and | feel comfortable... 
Also, just like a moment ago, you’re always willing to go 


along with my selfishness... Ah, could it really be that Ichi 
also likes me?” Luna said as she gave Ichigo a feverish look 
of anticipation. 


Right away, Ichigo denied, “You’re wrong.” 


But at that moment, Ichigo thought that her words had 
perfectly hit the nail on the head. 


Just like the lunch box the other day, the action was not that 
of Sakura Ichigo had ever seen. 


But that’s exactly why. 


It was as if he was seeing an unexpected side of the person 
he loved that he was never shown to. 


Because of that, he felt a fresh and exciting feeling. 


His rational mind was troubled, but not as much as it usually 
would. 


Ichigo began to recall more and more memories of the time 
when he and Sakura had gone out together. 


Ichigo felt like it was a date, but he was a child at the time 
and naturally had neither the financial resources nor the 
ability to do anything major for Sakura. 


It was a shameful memory. 


Ichigo felt that maybe he was the only one who thought that 
the time they spent together was special and valuable. 


-He wondered if Sakura had already decided to get engaged 
for family reasons at that time. 


-He wondered if Sakura had acted cheerfully to hide her 
problems that she couldn’t tell others about. 


Ichigo asked questions that he himself couldn’t answer. 


And then, there was anger at himself for not knowing or 
understanding anything at the time - A dim self-loathing 
that made him want to cry. 


It was a never-ending cycle. 
...Was it like that? - He wondered. 


Looking at Luna now, Ichigo felt like he was able to please 
Sakura of that time. It was a mysterious feeling that he was 
not fully satisfied with. 


Chapter 4: Handmade 
Present 


In the past few days, Ichigo Kugiyama had experienced 
more than his fair share of unexpected things happening. He 
wondered if one thing led to another, forming a chain of 
events. 


‘The incident’ happened when Ichigo went to Luna’s house 
for the second time and tried to convince her that they 
couldn't be lovers. 


“Stop being unreasonable. Can’t you try to understand?” 


Just like last time, Ichigo was explaining to her about 
common sense and how it was socially impossible for him 
and her to have a lovers relationship, even if they both were 
to agree to it. 


“l understand. But still, | really love Ichi and want to be his 
lover.” 


However, after a series of good arguments, Luna still 
refused to give in to Ichigo’s inquiries. 


“Hah~~” Ichigo then let out a huge sigh. 


It wasn’t a sigh out of disgust towards Luna or anything like 
that. It was more like a sigh of self-mockery. 


(...Maybe I’m being too lenient in my words and attitude.) 


The other day, on his way home from the shopping mall, 
Ichigo was chatting with Luna while eating ice cream in the 
Car. 


Even at that time, she told Ichigo, ‘Somehow, you’ll forgive 
me.‘ and ‘I feel safe when I’m with you.’ 


Those were favorable comments, but from a different 
perspective, they could be interpreted as a sign that Ichigo’s 
serious words had not reached her. 


(...Maybe | should say it more harshly...) 


Even at work, Ichigo rarely raised his voice in anger. Or 
rather, he had never done so before. 


He is no different from a baby when appealing to emotions 
and making others feel uncomfortable, though, every 
human has their own strengths and weaknesses. 


Ichigo would rather give solid reasons to make the other 
party aware of their mistake, instead of getting mad and 
belittling them. He felt it would be more efficient that way. 


Above all, it would all be pointless if it upsets the other 
party. 

That’s why Ichigo felt that getting emotional is 
counterproductive. It would deviate from the original 


purpose and develop into a mere battle of wills between the 
parties’ involved. 


Ichigo glanced at the clock on the wall. The time was just 
before ten in the evening. It was the time when he couldn’t 


bear to stay in a high school girl’s room any longer, of 
course, after having stayed a night there before. 


Besides, tomorrow was a holiday. A holiday for most people 
but Ichigo would still go to work. In fact, that’s precisely the 
reason why it would be a busy day for the service industry, 
one where Ichigo works at. 


Ichigo wanted to go home early and prepare for tomorrow. 


“Can't be helped... Let’s talk another time.” Ichigo said with 
a somewhat low voice, perhaps due to his accumulation of 
fatigue. He then proceeded to lift himself out of the chair 
while brushing his hair. 


“That’s it for today, now if you'll excuse me.” Ichigo said 
goodbye while standing up. 


That’s when it happened. 


“Ichi, um...” Luna, who had been silent up to that point, 
opened her mouth in a small whisper. “Are you really 
upset?” 


Luna’s question sounded a little frightened and fearful. 
Ichigo could see the face that looked up at him had a sad 
expression on it. 


(...Ah, not good.) 


Whether it was his expression or his attitude, Ichigo must 
have shown her some emotional pretense. 


“No, I’m not really that upset...” Ichigo hurriedly and 
sluggishly followed up with Luna. 


His heart ached strongly when he was shown the sad 
expression on her face, which resembled Sakura’s. 


However, what Ichigo was looking for was a peaceful 
resolution based on both parties’ understanding. 


Ichigo must not appeal to her emotions. 


“A-Anyway, it’s already late tonight. You should lock the 
door, get a nice warm drink, and go to bed.” 


When Ichigo raised his voice a little and said so in a cheerful 
tone, Luna immediately broke into a smiling face. 


“You're very kind, Ichi.” 


The smile on her face made him nervous, and for a moment, 
Ichigo’s heart skipped a beat. 


He was distracted. 
And that started it all. 
“Woah.” 


Then, Ichigo did not watch his step, and as a result, he 
accidentally stepped on a cushion that was lying on the 
floor. 


By the time he realized it, it was too late. The cushion he 
stepped on slipped, and Ichigo lost his balance completely. 


This is bad - Ichigo thought as he tried to regain his 
balance. 


However, the center of his gravity had already shifted to his 
upper body. In other words, all that was left for him was to 
collapse and fall. 


“Ah...” Luna reacted as well, but there was no time and she 
couldn’t reach Ichigo to help him. 


Immediately, Ichigo stumbled and reached out his hand to a 
nearby shelf. 


It was a plain colored wooden shelf where Luna’s family 
photos and other accessories of hers were kept. It seemed 
to be a very cheap piece of furniture, probably sold in a local 
grocery store. 


What happened after, was only natural. 


In his haste and hurry to reach the nearby shelf, Ichigo 
stretched out his arm to the shelf and put some weight on 
top of it - With a loud snap, the top panel of the shelf 
cracked. 


“Whoa!” 


The momentum didn’t stop, and as a result, the shelf fell 
apart, crushed by Ichigo’s weight. 


The sound of a huge fall echoed through the room, and in 
that short moment, Luna couldn’t help but turn her head 
away. 


“Ahh...” 
“Are you Okay, Ichi?” 


Immediately after, Luna rushed over to Ichigo who had 
collapsed along with the destroyed shelf. She took Ichigo’s 
hand and checked for scratches. 


“Are you hurt?” 


“No, I’m okay.” 


Ichigo didn’t even feel that he had twisted anything when 
he fell, and there was no sign of broken wood or anything 
like that stuck anywhere. 


“More importantly...” 


Ichigo looked at the remnants of the colored shelf that was 
scattered on the floor. 


The top panel to the bottom shelf was broken, In addition, 
the backboard had come off when the shelf got crushed 
down. 


It had become difficult to repair. The shelf was so 
spectacularly destroyed that it was not in its original form 
anymore. It had completely turned into a large piece of 
trash. 


“I’m sorry.. | was careless.” 
“It’s okay.” 


Luna took the depressed Ichigo’s hand and smiled gently at 
him. 


“It was an accident, it couldn’t be helped. I’m just glad that 
you're okay.” Such warm words that came out of Luna, 
made Ichigo feel even more remorseful. 


“I’m going to clean up for now. It’s dangerous here so Luna- 
san should get away.” 


“Don’t worry, I'll help.” 


Luna gave Ichigo a trash bag for noncombustible materials, 
and they began to put the big wood pieces into it. 


They then gathered the small objects left with a broom and 
dustpan while at the same time, salvaging the accessories. 


“By the way, this reminds me...” 


Ichigo picked up the family photo of Sakura and Luna and 
checked to make sure the frame was not broken. While 
doing so, Ichigo muttered to himself as he looked at 
Sakura’s picture. 


“The same thing happened to me when | went to Sakura’s 
house to play when we were kids.” 


“What?” Luna reacted to Ichigo’s unexpected words. 


“I think it was when Sakura and | were playing video games. 
| won and started jumping around excitedly, then, | broke a 
piece of furniture as well. It was a similar small shelf.” 


It wasn’t an accident like today, but it was the result of 
getting carried away and Ichigo getting what he deserved. 


Even then, Sakura laughed and forgave him, just as Luna 
was doing now. 


However, Ichigo couldn’t get over the fact that he had made 
a mistake in front of her and caused her trouble. 


(...1 ended up making a new shelf myself to pay for it then, 
didn’t I?) 


Ichigo recalled the memories of that time in his mind. 


“I’m sorry. I’ll pay for this.” Ichigo said as he turned back to 
Luna. 


“Are you sure?” 


“Of course. What’s more, my store is a department store, 
you know?” 


The store where Ichigo is the manager of is a large 
department store. Naturally, they also have various kinds of 
furniture. 


“We have similar shelves, so I’ll buy one tomorrow and bring 
it here. I’ll also pick up the rest of this one and dispose of it 
then.” 


Luna, who had been picking up her personal belongings 
scattered on the floor with Ichigo, remained silent as if she 
was thinking about something. 


Over the shoulder where her beautiful black hair hung - Her 
pretty profile looked somewhat downcast. 


“,,.Luna-san?” 


“Ah, yeah, | understand. Thank you, Ichi.” Luna responded, 
perhaps from hearing Ichigo’s voice. 


At that time, Ichigo only found that her reaction was 
somewhat strange. 


At any rate, the cleanup was complete. They said their 
goodbyes and that was the end for today. 


-And the incident was carried over to the next day. 


-The next day. 


According to the calendar, this day was a national holiday. 
Ichigo’s store was crowded with a much larger number of 
customers than on a normal weekday. 


The time was a little after noon. 


In a corner of the store, Ichigo was having a meeting with 
Wakana, the assistant manager, about adding more cash 
registers to cope with the increasing number of customers. 


“As the manager said, this will be the easiest place to set up 
as it’s near the entrance and the power source.” 


“Let’s go with that then.” 

As they discussed this, they proceeded with their plans- 
“Hello.” 

Suddenly, a voice called out to Ichigo from behind him. 


Ichigo’s shoulders shook with surprise. It wasn’t that he was 
surprised by the sudden call. It was because the voice 
sounded familiar to him. 


When he turned around with a bad feeling, his premonition 
was correct. 


“Ah, you are...” 

“It’s been a while.” 

Wakana rounded her eyes in surprise as well. 
Standing there, as expected, was Luna. 


It was a national holiday, so schools were out of session. 


Just like the other day, she was dressed in her casual 
clothes, which were not flashy and had the atmosphere of a 
neat and pretty girl. The weather was a bit sunny, so 
perhaps she was wearing a fresh, feminine citrus scent to 
match. 


“I was very much indebted to the manager before.” Luna 
said as she bowed her head to Wakana, whom she was 
already acquainted with. 


On the other hand, Ichigo tried to keep a calm face as if to 
maintain his sense of normalcy. 


“Are you shopping today?” Without being particularly 
suspicious of Luna’s appearance, Wakana started engaging 
in a social conversation with her. 


“Yes, to buy new furniture.” 
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When Ichigo heard the words Luna spoke, 
(...NO way...) 


Ichigo was sure Luna was referring to the incident last night 
when he accidentally broke the colored shelf. 


“I’ve been looking at all the products on the sales floor, but | 
can’t decide...” Then, Luna looked up at Ichigo. “Um, 
Kugiyama-san, would you be willing to help me look at the 
products and choose them together?” 


“What?” At Luna’s suggestion, Ichigo couldn’t help but let 
out a dumbfounded voice. 


“Ah, please wait a moment, I'll call the person in charge 
now.” Wakana said as she took out an extension for the 
store, taking quick action. 


However, even quicker than that, Luna waved her hand to 
stop Wakana. 


“Um, if possible | would rather be with Kugiyama-san and 
talk with him about it...” 


“That's...” 
Luna seemed persistent with choosing Ichigo. 


Hearing that, Wakana turned to Ichigo with a confused look 
on her face. 


Today, Luna came to the store as a customer. 


If there is a request from a customer, it is only natural for 
the customer service industry to respond. It doesn’t matter 
if you are a part-time worker, a regular employee, ora 
manager. 


(...Can’t be helped.) 


Regardless of her intentions, there would be no reason to 
dismiss Luna’s wishes outright. 


“It’s okay, Wakana-san. I'll talk to her myself. As for the cash 
register, let’s go ahead with the plan as we discussed 
earlier.” 


“Manager... | understand.” 


Since Ichigo said it himself, Wakana didn’t say anything 
more. 


She quietly withdrew and left, saying, “Well then, please 
enjoy yourself.” 


However, as could be expected of her, immediately 
afterwards, she used the intercom to tell the staff in the 
store, “The manager has joined the customer service. If you 
have any business, please contact the assistant manager. 
Also, please support us on the sales floor.” With that, the 
groundwork had been laid firm. 


Now, Ichigo could concentrate on dealing with Luna without 
any worries. 


“Then this way, please. Shall we go to the interior goods 
section?” 


Ichigo guided Luna to the furniture section. Ichigo was in the 
lead, followed by Luna. 


“Are you looking for a replacement for the shelf | broke 
yesterday?” Ichigo whispered to Luna who was following him 
from behind. 


“Yeah.” 
“I told you I’d get it for you tonight.” 
“| wanted to pick it out with Ichi.” Luna said with a smile. 


Well, It is furniture for her own room. Claiming that she 
wants to choose it herself isn’t wrong - Ichigo thought to 
himself. 


“But that’s not to say | wouldn’t be surprised if you suddenly 
showed up at my store.” 


“It’s okay, I’m just here as a customer, and the assistant 
manager didn’t seem suspicious, did she?” 


“Not for the moment.” 
That’s right, at this point, it would only be a matter of time. 


If she kept acting like this, it would be very likely that 
someone would find out at some point. 


“Hey, Ichi, more importantly...” Luna said in a whispering 
voice as she scurried around and looked at the 
Surroundings. “Somehow, | feel like the shopkeepers are 
glancing at me...” 


One of the reasons must be the information that had just 
been passed around the staff via intercom. 


Noticing Luna with Ichigo, the staff members who were 
passing by turned and looked at her. 


“AR” 


Suddenly remembering, Ichigo explained to Luna. It was the 
other day, the day of the lunch box surprise. 


“Actually, there was a bit of a buzz when you were here last 
time. You were so cute that the young male staff wanted to 
know your contact information and get to know you.” 


Especially Aoyama, a student of the physical education 
college. 


When Ichigo said this, Luna was dumbfounded for a few 
moments as if she was in a daze. Immediately after, she 


turned her face down with blushing on her cheeks. She 
seemed to be a little embarrassed after hearing what Ichigo 
had said. 


Ichigo felt somewhat amused, as he had not expected such 
a naive reaction. 


While they were talking like this, they arrived at the interior 
goods section. 


“Oh, Sonozaki-san.” 


There, Ichigo found a part-time housewife who was 
organizing the sales area and called out to her. 


“Ah, manager. You’re here. | just got a call from the assistant 
manager.” 


Sonozaki, as she was called, is a pleasant part-time working 
woman. Although she is older than Ichigo, she looks young 
enough that Ichigo feels a little hesitant to call her auntie. 
She also has two sons, one in high school and one in junior 
high school. She is a powerful person who can carry even 
the heaviest interior goods with ease. She is also a strong- 
willed mother. Such was the atmosphere of the female staff 
member. 


“It’s nice to meet you. I’m Hoshigami. The other day, 
Kugiyama-san helped me.” 


“Yeah, | heard about it. People have been talking about 
you.” Sonozaki responded in a friendly tone to Luna’s 
greeting. 


“lam very grateful to Kugiyama-san for his help. Since then, 
I've become a fan of this store.” 


“It’s more like you’re a fan of the manager rather than the 
Store, isn’t it?” Sonozaki made a rather astute remark. 


Unwillingly, Ichigo inwardly felt nervous. 
“Ah, you found out?” Luna replied enthusiastically. 
However, Ichigo was not in the mood for it. 


It is from these kinds of small insights and tears that many 
things become suspicious and the truth gets exposed. 


“No, no, it’s not like that. I’m happy with the joke though.” 
Ichigo followed up with a bland comment, and Sonozaki 
laughed gaily. 


“Haha, you’re a good one, manager. If | recall correctly, 
Himesuhara is famous for being a school for young ladies, 
isn’t it? She’s polite and will make a good wife. At this rate, 
why don’t manager just take her?” 


She might have a good personality and is a friendly person, 
but she needs to think about being a little more compliant in 
her words and actions. Although it was greatly mitigated by 
her friendly character, she said the type of joke that the 
person being told would normally have trouble reacting to. 


And to add to that, the meaning changes when dealing with 
Luna. 


“More importantly, Ms. Sonozaki. I'd like to discuss 
something with you.” Ichigo said as he deemed it was time 
to switch off the heart-aching topics. 


From Sonozaki, who was in charge of the interior goods 
section, Ichigo was hoping to get advice on choosing a 
colored shelf for Luna’s room. 


“Ah, this girl’s furniture, right?” 


She seemed to be aware of the situation, probably because 
Wakana had passed the information around via intercom 
earlier. 


“But she’s asking for the manager, right? | can’t interfere 
with that.” As soon as she said this, Sonozaki left saying, 
“Well, then.” 


Ichigo didn’t have time to stop her. 
“Good grief...” 


She must have been trying to be considerate of the younger 
two. 


Normally, this is the part where Ichigo should comment, ‘1 
don’t know what you’re getting at...’ Should he laugh at the 
fact that she had actually hit the mark as an accidental 
miracle? Or should he worry that it was only a matter of 
time before their relationship was exposed... 


“Hey, Ichi, maybe that sister doesn’t feel uncomfortable 
with us being lovers.” 


“Don’t call me ‘Ichi’ too often. You never Know who might be 
listening.” Ichigo whispered a warning to Luna, who was 
getting a little excited. 


In any case, Ichigo was going to ask Sonozaki for advice on 
what to choose, but there was no helping it if she ran away. 


“So, which one do you want?” Ichigo asked Luna, pointing to 
a display of storage furniture. 


“Hmm...” 


The two of them looked around at the small furniture 
section, which included colored shelves. Luna seemed to 
have been looking around on her own earlier, so she was 
once again inspecting the items. 


“This is about the right size, don’t you think?” Ichigo gave 
her some advice. 


However, Luna seemed to be quite troubled and couldn’t 
decide on which one she wanted. In the end, they circled 
the sales floor but came to no conclusion. 


“Can’t you find anything that suits your taste?” 
“Mhmm... Um, Ichi.” She said that unexpectedly. 


Then, after a few moments of silence, Luna opened her 
mouth as she looked up at Ichigo. 


“I just remembered something.” 
“You remembered something?” 


“Yesterday, Ichi told me the story of how he made furniture 
for mother, right?” 


That’s exactly what happened last night when Ichigo 
crushed the colored shelf in her room. 


And then, Luna spoke with a somewhat serious look in her 
eyes, 


“Mother had told me about that story once.” 
“...Could it be...” 


At that time, Ichigo realized what Luna wanted. 


She looked up at Ichigo in a somewhat begging kind of look, 
and said, 


“...L also want you to make it for me.” 


In the past, Ichigo had given Sakura a variety of handmade 
presents. 


In addition to being skilled with his hands and enjoying 
crafting, Ichigo was motivated by the fact that Sakura was 
happy to receive these gifts. 


Ichigo remembered that time when he had prepared a 
handmade shelf to pay for the furniture that he broke. 


‘Wow! Is this really for me?’ 


When he thought back to that time, he honestly didn’t think 
it was a good product. Still, she was grateful for Ichigo’s gift 
and continued to use it with care. 


“Are you sure about this?” 
And now. 


By a strange fate, the very same situation happened with 
the broken furniture in Luna’s house. 


“Yes, please.” 


Luna wanted the furniture to be handmade, just like the one 
for her mother. 


It was Ichigo who said he would fulfill his responsibility, and 
he didn’t think it was a hassle or a bother or anything like 
that. The staff at the store were also very considerate, 


blocking out all the miscellaneous tasks and 
communications so that Ichigo could be with Luna 
unbothered. 


There was no reason to refuse, no reason why he couldn’t 
do it. 


Thus, Ichigo began to use the store’s workshop to make 
furniture. 


“Well, | guess that’s that then.” 


For what it’s worth, Ichigo didn’t feel bad about it either. He 
was feeling nostalgic and was looking forward to crafting 
after a long time. 


“So what do you want it to look like?” 
“Hmm...” 


Ichigo asked Luna if she had a desired image of the finished 
product. She meditated and thought for a while, and then, 


“I'll leave it to Ichi.” So Luna said. “It was Ichi’s own idea 
when you made that gift for mother, wasn’t it?” 


“Well, it was a Surprise gift, so to speak.” 
“Then I'd like the same.” 


Did she want the same treatment Ichigo once did for the 
person he loved? 


Regardless of her true intentions, Luna’s wish was that she 
would leave it to Ichigo. 


“Hmm... Alright then.” 


First, Ichigo took out a piece of graph paper provided in the 
workshop and drew a simple blueprint on it. The standards 
for colored shelves are generally set, so he assumed the 
size would be similar to the one at Luna’s house, which was 
destroyed last night. 


He drew a complete drawing and carefully calculated all the 
components needed down to the dimensions. 


“All right, | got it.” 

A three panel shelf. 

Ichigo drew up a simple blueprint of it. 
“Wow, amazing!” 

“Next, let’s gather the materials we need.” 


Ichigo and Luna walked around the crafts section right next 
to the crafting room and put the materials they needed into 
the shopping cart. 


Pine laminated wood for the main body, plywood to make 
the backboard, wood screws, and some small sized usable 
furniture paint. 


Once they returned to the crafting room, they immediately 
began construction. 


“Back off, Luna-san, it’s dangerous.” Ichigo cautioned Luna 
to move away a little as he prepared the circular saw. 


The laminated wood was already fixed to the table, and the 
circular Saw was switched on, making a high-pitched 
rotating sound. 


One after another, Ichigo cut the wood to the size he had 
drawn with a pencil just before. Pine laminated wood is easy 
to process and is often used as a material for furniture such 
as bookshelves. It was the perfect material for the project. 


“Amazing, you look like a craftsman.” 


Luna seemed to marvel at Ichigo’s meticulous cutting as he 
calculated the size with a calculator and drew lines on the 
wood. 


(...Hmm?) 
That’s when Ichigo noticed. 


Luna, who had become too absorbed in watching Ichigo 
work, was peering at the drawings and looking intently at 
the cut materials. 


After watching Ichigo’s work, perhaps her interest was 
piqued, and she wanted to do the same. 


However, it was Luna herself who stated that she would 
leave it to Ichigo. She seemed conflicted between her desire 
to have Ichigo make it for her, her apology for wanting to 
help, and her simple curiosity. She was unable to speak up 
for herself. 


“...Hah.” 


Personally, Ichigo was genuinely happy that people were 
interested in DIY. Thereupon, Ichigo stopped the circular 
saw’s rotation, took a deliberate breath, and raised himself 


up. 


“It’s quite a lot of hard work. It would be helpful if someone 
could help me.” 


It was actually not that big of a deal for Ichigo as he wasn’t 
really that old, but he said it loud enough for Luna to hear 
while tapping his hip. 


“...Well, | guess | can help you out a little bit.” Luna said as 
she must have realized that Ichigo had seen right through 
her. 


Although she looked a little embarrassed, she took Ichigo up 
on his offer and put on a work apron which was available for 
free in the crafting room. 


“The board is clamped, but you still have to hold it down 
with one hand while cutting. Just follow the line | drew and 
cut straight.” 


“Yas,” 


With Ichigo lecturing her, Luna tried her hand at cutting the 
board. 


It was just like the other day when she was making 
highballs. She learned quickly and skillfully. 


“Okay, now we just need to assemble it.” 


After cutting the laminated wood, all the necessary 
materials were ready. To assemble the laminated wood 
according to the blueprint, an impact driver was used to fix 
in the wood screws, and after a few moments of assembling, 


“Wow, it’s done!” 


In no time at all, a three panel shelf was completed on the 
workbench. It looked as good as the ones on the sales floor. 


“Then, let’s finish up with some paint.” 


Ichigo then opened the wood protection paint that he had 
prepared earlier and poured it into a disposable plastic 
container. 


Using a brush, Ichigo and Luna started applying black paint 
to the shelf’s surface. 


“Use a waste cloth to wipe the paint off the surface.” 


A waste cloth is simply a kind of rag. For this project, the 
waste cloth used was a kind of paper similar to kitchen 
paper. Using that to wipe off the paint, it emphasized the 
texture of the wood grain. (T/N : Best | can do here...) 


In addition, the corners and edges were painted with a dark 
blue paint to give them a rusty, vintage look. 


That was the current trendy design. 


“.,.But If you think about it, isn’t this just a fad for high 
school girls?” 


“No, it’s cool, | like it.” Luna said as she continued to paint. 
The way she said it was sprightly, as if she was enjoying the 
act of creating something together itself. 


Seeing Luna like this, a thought crossed Ichigo’s mind. In the 
past, he had given Sakura a gift that he had made in secret. 
He had the feeling that he had to prepare it himself, that he 
had to give her the perfect gift. But now... 


“Ah, Luna-san, you have paint on your nose.” 


“Ahhit!” 


When Ichigo pointed out that she had paint on her nose, 
Luna smiled shyly. Seeing this, Ichigo unconsciously smiled 
as well. 


...If only Ichigo hadn’t tried to look good, he would have 
suggested that he and Sakura make something together like 
this, and they might have had more fun together. 


(... There’s no point in thinking about it.) 

The days gone by will never return. 

And Sakura, too, was no longer in this world. 

There was nothing to do but give up. 

Even though it should’ve... 

But now, there was Luna. 

He could start over the first love he had back then. 

Such a perverse desire was about to be fulfilled. 

The more Ichigo thought about it, the more it made him feel 
guilty and disgusted. It was as if he was taking advantage of 
Luna. 

“Okay, it’s finished.” 


In any case, the handmade colored shelf was completed. 
The quality of the furniture was such that it could be 
compared to a new commercial product... No, it could even 
be sold as a normal product no problem. 


“It’s amazing... Is it really okay if | get this?” 


“Of course. Rather, we made this for that exact purpose. 
And you also helped make it.” 


“..Thank you, Ichi.” Luna said as she looked up at Ichigo. 
Her voice, her expression, her slightly moist eyes. 


She looked an awful lot like the Sakura Ichigo had once 
known. 


“Yeah...” 

Unintentionally, Ichigo was at a loss for words. 

And then- 

“Whoa! That’s amazing!” 

How long had they been here? - Ichigo asked himself. 


A few of the staff members seemed to have come to check 
up on him. They looked at the finished shelf in front of 
Ichigo, and were amazed. 


“I didn’t know the manager was good at DIY.” 


“Idiot, you didn’t know? He even won a contest in the 
company once.” 


Ichigo watched them in a delicate mood, saying, “It’s the 
sales floor, and you’re in front of the customers, so | hope 
you stop making a fool of yourself.” 


“Fufu, it’s really fun here.” Luna said as she laughed next to 
Ichigo. 


“Did you have fun?” 


“What?” 


“No, not about the staff. Why don’t you try to make it 
yourself next time?” (T/N : Had to take a break here and 
could only come up with this...) 


“Oh, yeah, It was really fun.” 


Ichigo took a flyer for the store’s publicity, which was placed 
at the end of the table. 


“If you'd like, we have monthly workshops you can attend.” 
“Is that okay?” 

“1? Ah...” 

Ichigo understood the meaning of those words after a beat. 


Is it okay for me to come to Ichigo’s store? This is what 
Ichigo got from Luna’s words. 


Oh no, this is bad - Ichigo thought. 


He imagined how happy she would be, and almost lost sight 
of the relationship he had with Luna. 


“...Well, | guess there’s no problem if you come as a regular 
customer. It’s not often that | deal with customers directly, 
like today.” 


“Then by all means!” 


Seeing Luna with a big smile on her face, Ichigo regretted 
what he had said. More than ever, perhaps Ichigo would 
have to be even more careful and vigilant. 


“.,.By the way, Luna-san. Now that | think about it, can you 
get this shelf home by yourself?” 


“Ah ‘ ” 


When Ichigo asked in front of the said finished furniture, 
Luna fell silent. 


Apparently, she hadn’t thought about that, about her means 
of transportation such as buses and the like. More than 
anything, it would be a struggle to carry it back home on 
foot. 


“It can’t be helped... It’ll take some time for the paint to dry. 
I'll bring it home later.” 


Normally, stores don’t offer such services, but in this case, 
there was no choice. 


“Thank you, Ichi. Then, I’ll be waiting for you tonight.” 


He promised Luna that he would deliver the shelf to her 
home after the store closed for the night. 


Afterwards, as she probably thought Ichigo would be busy 
with work, Luna left in a good mood. 


“She’s a real fan of yours, isn’t she?” 


After seeing Luna off, Wakana spoke to Ichigo in a funny 
way. 


“Hmm...” 


Somehow... Ichigo felt that his relationship with Luna was 
Slowly eroding more and more into a realm that he couldn’t 


easily escape. 
That night, after work- 
“Alright...” 


As promised, Ichigo had come to Luna’s apartment to 
deliver the paint-dried colored shelf. He parked his car on 
the side of the driveway in front of the apartment building, 
and opened the trunk. Ichigo carefully pulled and carried the 
Shelf out. It was wrapped entirely in packing material so that 
it would not be damaged. 


“Hoshigami-san, I’ve delivered the promised package.” 
[Yes.] 


When Ichigo pressed the chime at the entrance, he heard 
her voice over the microphone and the automatic door at 
the entrance swung open and closed. 


Ichigo headed straight for Luna’s room on the second floor. 


“Welcome home, Ichi.” 





es = =8=—l\ Me ee OSS AEE] Oe | 


When Ichigo arrived in front of Luna’s room, she was already 
waiting for him with the door half open. 


(...Pajamas.) 


At the front door, she greeted him with a smile and was 
wearing her loungewear. No, not loungewear, it was more 
like pajamas. 


It was the first time he saw her in a pale, soft, and fluffy pink 
fabric sleepwear, so Ichigo was taken aback a little. 


“.,.We-Welcome home is... Well, no matter. Anyway, I’m 
coming in.” 


He was about to make a small comment, but standing in 
front of the door with his luggage could be conspicuous. 


Quickly, Ichigo decided to ask to be let into Luna’s house. 
“Okay, something like...this.” 


“Whoa! Amazing! It really feels like the work of a 
professional.” 


When Ichigo set up the shelf in the room, it was surprisingly 
in harmony with the interior. It seemed that making it look 
chic and small was not a bad decision. Luna also eemed to 
be happy, so the matter was settled for the time being. 


“Then, I'll retrieve the broken one here.” Ichigo said as he 
lifted up the damaged colored shelf remnants that he had 
put in the garbage bag yesterday. He then headed straight 
for the door. 


“You're leaving already?” Luna said with rounded eyes, a 
little surprised by Ichigo’s action. 


“Eh? Oh... Yeah, | have to work tomorrow.” 
“| see...” Luna muttered and fell silent. 

She looked somewhat depressed. 

“Hey Ichi.” 

Eventually, she opened her lips. 

“It’s late tonight, why don’t you stay over?” 


“What?” Ichigo said as he was rendered speechless by the 
suggestion that was suddenly thrown at him. 


“The room is quite spacious, so two people can sleep there.” 
Luna continued to the dumbfounded Ichigo. “If you wash 
your work clothes at my place and put them in the dryer, 
they'll be dry in the morning and you can go straight to 
work. Wouldn’t that be more efficient?” 


“What are you saying!?” Ichigo understood exactly the 
meaning of what she just said and replied in dismay as soon 
as Luna finished her line, “It’s not about being efficient. 
Common sense and ethics dictate that there is no way | can 
stay in a room with an underage girl.” 


Ichigo might’ve stayed over once before but that was force 
majeure. If he had the choice, he wouldn’t have done it. 


“I see... You’re right.” 


At Ichigo’s response, Luna’s shoulders slumped in 
disappointment. On the other hand, Ichigo seemed to be 
somewhat fidgety. 


Ichigo didn’t know what it was... He felt that somehow that 
night, Luna seemed more off than she usually would. 


“Then... Can | come to Ichi’s house next time?” 


As if to prove Ichigo’s hunch, Luna dropped another 
bombshell. 


“That is... What are you even going to do there?” 


“Nothing, let’s just hang out together... Ah, if you want, we 
can cook dinner together.” 


“No, we can’t do that either.” 


Ichigo said as he put his hand on his forehead, and Luna 
dropped her eyebrows and inclined her head. 


“You don’t like it?” 
“It’s not that | don’t like it...” 


For a moment there, Ichigo was caught off guard and 
thought about it. As a child, Sakura had never been to 
Ichigo’s house for a visit. Therefore, he imagined Luna, who 
had Sakura’s image superimposed on Ichigo’s mind, coming 
to his company housing and being in his room. 


“You don’t like it, do you?” 


Ichigo’s imagination might have brought out an atmosphere 
of not-so-satisfaction. 


Luna leaned in closer. A soft touch, whether it was the 
pajamas she was wearing or her body itself, adhered to 
Ichigo’s arm. 


“A-Anyway, Common sense Says it’s impossible. What’s 
wrong is wrong. Well, then.” Ichigo hurriedly broke off the 
conversation and rushed to the front door. 


OAR...” 


He didn’t look back at the voice Luna made, nor at her 
figure, and quickly left her apartment. 


There was something strange about her tonight. 


For whatever reason, Luna and Ichigo have had many 
experiences together to this day. 


They’ve had a lot of fun. 


Perhaps... The emotional distance between Luna and Ichigo 
had shortened even more than before... 


“...| really need to take this more seriously.” Ichigo muttered 
to himself as he drove home. 


Chapter 5: Home Date 


When there was no particular place he wanted to go or 
when he didn’t have time or budget, Ichigo would often visit 
Sakura’s house. 


At that time, Sakura’s family was reasonably wealthy and 
ran a family business. Naturally, the house they lived in was 
large and elegant, though it was not a mansion. 


When Ichigo greeted her parents politely, they accepted him 
with open arms. They were already familiar with him and he 
was allowed to go up to the house and enter Sakura’s room. 


Furniture and furnishings in stylish colors. Soft bedding and 
stuffed animals on the bed. Sweet scent... Ichigo didn’t have 
much experience visiting other girls’ rooms, but he thought 
her room was normal for a girl appropriate of her age. 


Still, at that time, it was a girl’s room that Ichigo longed for. 
It seemed like a sacred space. 


In that room, Ichigo recalled that he and Sakura had played 
games together, reading manga that Ichigo had brought in, 
and sometimes Sakura even taught him how to study. 


-On the other hand, Ichigo never once welcomed Sakura 
into his home. 


He never asked her to come to his house. 


... here were numerous embarrassing points, such as the 
fact that the house she lived in and Ichigo’s house were on 
completely different levels. 


And Ichigo was sure that Sakura had understood this. 


When Ichigo wanted to go to her house, she accepted 
without any displeasure, and conversely, she never forced 
herself to go to Ichigo’s house. 


Even though she was only a child at that age, she was full of 
care and kindness - Ichigo thought to himself. 


Recently, perhaps due to the influence of meeting Luna, 
Ichigo has had more and more opportunities to think back 
on his old memories with Sakura. 


Ichigo was very conscious of becoming a special person to 
Sakura, and Sakura treated Ichigo as if she were an older 
girl with plenty of time on her hands. 


Sakura was always kind and she accepted Ichigo’s actions 
favorably and without denial. She also praised Ichigo’s ideas 
without negative comments. 


There is not a single boy who doesn’t get excited when the 
person he loves does that to him. 


When Ichigo thought about it, he honestly realized that he 
had gotten carried away in so many aspects at that time. 


You could say that Ichigo was pumped up. 


Recalling those memories, some make Ichigo want to hold 
his head in his hands. 


However, that meant that he was comfortable with Sakura, 
even to the point where he forgot his normal self and got 
Carried away. 


...But that was just for Ichigo. What about her? 


Ichigo thought he had been able to entertain her, but he 
didn’t remember anything that would make him certain of 
that. 


At that time, Ichigo was like a younger brother to Sakura. He 
assumed that she thought of him only to that extent. 


So when Ichigo met Luna, and she started chasing him 
around, Ichigo felt that he was able to make Sakura aware 
of him as a man back then. 


Now, when Luna came for Ichigo and when she said that she 
enjoyed the time they spent together, Ichigo felt somewhat 
satisfied. 


At the same time however, he felt an inexplicable sense of 
frustration and guilt - No, he would even call it a crisis. 


If he were to cross the line in any way, it would be an 
irreversible mistake- 


“...No special programs, huh?” 
Today was a holiday. 


In the living room of the company housing that was his 
home, Ichigo was lazily relaxing, zapping the TV as he sat 
on the sofa. 


However, that didn’t mean he was spending his time 
randomly. 


The early evening is the time when many wide shows and 
news programs are airing on TV. The programs sometimes 
have special segments, such as ‘How to Save Money As a 
Housewife’, ‘Easy DIY Interior Remodeling Plans’ and 
‘Convenient Goods to Survive the Work-At-Home Era.’ 


The influence of television is still tremendous. The number 
of inquiries and sales of products that are featured in TV 
programs will visibly increase. This is why it is essential to 
check. 


There was no urgent work to be done, and Ichigo didn’t 
have anything to do in his personal life. So today, Ichigo 
spent the day at home like that, busy with his manager 
duties. 


...IN addition to that, Ichigo had been facing some difficult 
problems recently. 


Sometimes, you just have to take a day like this to refresh 
yourself. 


That’s when it happened. 
“Ding-dong” The doorbell rang unexpectedly. 
“Hmm? A courier?” 


Ichigo didn’t have any special appointments for visitors. If 
so, the only people who would visit a single man’s house 
would be a courier, a TV bill collector, and the rest is... A 
door-to-door salesman. 


Ichigo got up from the sofa and looked into the camera for 
the front door which was set up near the entrance of his 
living room. 


In the camera, he saw Luna with a smiling face and tilted 
head. 


“.,.Hey, wait a minute!” 


After a moment of stupefaction, he let out a cry from the 
bottom of his heart. 


With an impatient look on his face, Ichigo hurried to the 
front door and opened it briskly. 


There, Luna was standing in her school uniform. 


The door was opened with such speed that it looked as if it 
had exploded. She couldn’t help but look surprised. 


“.,.Luna-san.” 
“I told you to stop calling me that.” 


However, she soon returned to her usual tone when she saw 
the impatient look on Ichigo and commented that while 
clearing her throat. 


“Uniform... What about school?” 


“Class is over for today. So I’m just on my way home from 
school.” 


No, there was something Ichigo needed to ask before that. 


Ichigo exhaled deeply with a “Hah...”, calmed his breathing, 
and asked Luna again. 


“How do you know where | live?” 


No way, | didn’t throw away my home address when | got 
drunk at her house, did I? Thinking about this, Ichigo 
became terrified of his sense of danger and lack of defense 
when he gets drunk. 


“Hahaha, that’s not it.” However, Luna denied it with a 
smile. It was as if she was enjoying every reaction Ichigo 
made. “Actually, | went to Ichi’s store around lunchtime 
today.” 


“Did you sneak out of your lunch break again?” 


“Yes, to deliver your lunch. You see, the last time | made you 
lunch and brought it to you, you said it was delicious.” 


It was a day after Ichigo first met her. It brought back 
memories of the time when she suddenly showed up at the 
store to deliver him a lunch box. 


On the way home that day, when Ichigo returned the lunch 
box to the girl who had been waiting for him behind the 
store, he remembered having such a conversation with her. 


“At that time, | said ‘I will make it again,’ didn’t 1? So I’m 
going to make good on that promise.” 


“But when | went to the store, they told me that Ichi was off 
work. Then, | ran into Sonozaki-san, the part-time sister 
working at the store, and we hit it off. She gave me the 
address to Ichi’s house. That’s why | was able to visit you 
here.” 


Oh my God - Ichigo thought to himself. This time in a 
completely different way than before. 


Giving out personal information to others without any 
serious work-related reason... Perhaps they need to go back 
and thoroughly educate themselves on compliance as a 
corporate worker. 


While Ichigo’s stomach was aching along with his head, 
Luna, 


“Heh... This is gonna be fun. It’s a home date.” Luna 
muttered a fluent line as such. 


“A home date...” 


Ichigo, unfamiliar with that floating word, sighed tiredly. He 
could sense that she was not troubled in any way, and that 
she had the air of a typical youth. Not in a bad way, by any 
means. 


But the other day, Ichigo had already told Luna she couldn’t 
come to his house... 


“Oh, wait, wait. | didn’t come here just for fun.” 


Seeing Ichigo with a gloomy air, she must have thought she 
had upset him. Luna in a hurry said “Ta-da,” as she showed 
him the plastic bag from a supermarket in her hand. 


Looking at the size of it, Ichigo could see that she had 
bought quite a lot of food. 


“For dinner, I’ll serve you my homemade meal.” 


“Homemade...” 


“I! couldn’t give you your lunch, so this is in exchange for the 
promise.” Luna spoke with an air of excitement. 


Because she was happy and she wanted to satisfy him, Luna 
voluntarily came all the way to Ichigo’s house. These 
feelings were conveyed very honestly in her voice and 
attitude. 


Purely and frankly, Ichigo thought she was cute. On top of 
that, a girl who looked exactly like his first love, with all of 
her traces from back then, treated him with fondness. 


Love, the exciting sense of unreality, and the immorality 
that reached out, touched something inside Ichigo that was 
beyond ethical and wrong. 


He wasn’t reluctant to accept her request, but there was 
also a line that he should not cross. 


All of these emotions swirled together, disrupting and 
plaguing Ichigo’s mind. 


“Hey, Ichi. Isn’t it about time you brought me into your 
house?” 


With that, Ichigo’s consciousness was brought back to the 
present. 


While swaying the luggage in her hands, Luna puffed out 
her cheeks and looked up at him. 


As one would expect, there was no way he could let a high 
school girl into the company housing. Even rented 
dormitories are so strict that there are penalties for letting 
strangers into the house without a valid reason. Not that 


there were any surveillance cameras there, but if the 
company found out... 


“This bag is heavy. Besides, if | don’t put it in the fridge 
soon, the food will get damaged, so hurry up, hurry up.” 


“But...” 


Ichigo was distressed and groaned in meditation, and in that 
momentary pause, 


“An opening!” 


It literally happened in the blink of an eye. Like a basketball 
player ducking through the enemy’s defense, Luna moved 
quickly to slip past Ichigo. 


She quickly walked up to the front door and took off her 
shoes. Then, she turned around and smiled mischievously. 


Seeing Luna’s face, Ichigo sighed. 


(...Her face, her voice, everything about her looks the 
same.) 


But these kinds of actions are nothing alike. 


...No, | just don’t Know that. Maybe she was like this to older 
men - Ichigo thought this in his mind. 


Feeling a little sad, Ichigo closed the front door before 
anyone could see Luna. 


“Wow, it’s huge!” 


As soon as they entered the living room, Luna reacted in an 
exaggerated manner. Sure, it was bigger than the room she 
lived in alone, but Ichigo, who followed her in, wondered if it 
was worth the excitement. 


“Is that the kitchen? I'll put the food in the fridge.” 


Right next to the living room, there was a system kitchen 
attached. 


Luna asked as she pointed to the refrigerator and lifted the 
plastic bag in her hand. 


Ichigo had no choice but to resign himself to the fact that 
she was going to do whatever she wanted. 


“Hah~~ Whatever. It’s a large refrigerator that comes with 
the house, so there’s not much stuff in it. The freezer and 
the vegetable compartment are basically empty. | think it’ll 
go in without a problem.” 


When Ichigo said that, Luna muttered, “Heh,” and started 
scurrying around the living room again. 


| thought you were going to put the food in the fridge? - 
Ichigo wondered. 


“Hmm, then again... It’s amazing, Ichi. It’s like you’re the 
head of the family.” 


Apparently, she was once again impressed by the fact that 
he was living alone in such a house. 


Luna turned her sparkling eyes on Ichigo. 


He was leaning his body against the wall near the entrance 
to the living room, and when she gave him such a look, he 


awkwardly looked away. 


“No, it was originally a benefit that could be rented by 
employees with families. I’m not really qualified but the 
company coerced me into it... The regional manager was 
amused by the application, and the company seemed to 
approve it as a way to motivate employees... To be honest, 
it’s a bit too big for me to live alone.” 


This was Ichigo’s real feelings. 


Currently, there were several rooms in the house that were 
not being used. 


Even in the living room, the interiors were limited to a sofa, 
a table, and a wall-mounted TV. The only other thing Ichigo 
had was a laptop that he used for work. The living space 
was just too much. 


At Ichigo’s words, Luna said, “Hmm,” sounding a little 
Surprised. 


“Is that so... But it’s still amazing. That just means how 
highly they value you.” 


That’s when he noticed her face break out in a huff. 
(...She has come up with something.) 


Ichigo prayed that it wasn’t something too horrible, but 
unfortunately... His wish was not granted. 


“Hey, Ichi. If your house is too big and you're lonely, can | 
come live with you?” 


“.,.| never said | was lonely.” Ichigo replied with a 
dumbfounded look to Luna who had come up with an 


outrageous idea. “It’s forbidden to live with non-family 
members. It’s even forbidden to pick up and keep stray 
dogs. But before that, allowing underage girls into your 
home is already a bad idea in the first place.” 


“I was just kidding. You don’t have to say that much.” Luna’s 
face puffed up as she let out an “Mhmm...” 


Thinking that this might be a good opportunity, Ichigo 
continued to speak. 


“Luna-san, as I’ve said many times before, our relationship 
is-“ 


“Yes, yes, and here, take this.” 

Then, Luna shoved a plastic bag full of food at Ichigo. 
“Eh?” 

“Put it in the fridge. I’m going to go around the house.” 
“...No wait, what?” 


Before he could say anything else, Luna pressed the plastic 
bag against Ichigo’s chest and ran out of the living room 
into the hallway like the wind. 


Luna was really happy being at his house as she wanted to 
have fun and cook for him, however, Ichigo was too harsh 
on her. It was as if he tried to put a damper on her 
excitement. 


Ichigo wondered if he had made her sulk. 


She seemed like a child. No, actually, she was a child. 


“Hey, don’t wreck the place too much, okay?” Ichigo 
shouted to the end of the hallway and headed for the 
kitchen with the ingredients in his hand. 


Not being able to be extremely strong or harsh with Luna, 
Ichigo felt really naive. Because of the naive nature of the 
issue, he couldn’t deal with the bigger picture. However, 
somewhere deep inside his heart, he wanted to spend his 
days with her. 


His former first love... No. Ichigo found it hard to let go of his 
days with Luna which seemed like he was redoing his first 
love. 


(...1 wonder if I’m just weak-willed rather than naive.) 
Sighing, Ichigo put the ingredients away in the refrigerator. 


“Oops, not this one.” He said as he put the bag of dried 
pasta noodles in the sink. 


Somehow, Ichigo associated the ingredients with what he 
was going to make. He picked out squid, shrimp, and 
Shellfish... Lots of seafood. With the pasta from earlier, he 
was perhaps intending to make a seafood spaghetti. 


“| ..Alright.” 


While he was contemplating dinner, Ichigo finished putting 
away the ingredients and closed the refrigerator door. 


He went back to the living room, but Luna hadn’t come back 
yet. 


“Hey, how far did you go?” 


There was no sign of her that had been so noisy before. 


No way, did she go upstairs? But there’s really nothing 
upstairs though - Ichigo thought in his mind. 


“Good grief... You’re not in grade school.” Ichigo mumbled 
to himself in disbelief and turned to go look for her. 


Then, 
“Ichi.” 


He heard a voice coming from the hallway. Surprisingly, it 
was in close proximity. 


“Oh, you’re still downstairs...” 
“Ta-da!” 
At that moment. 


From the hallway, Luna appeared at the entrance to the 
living room. 


“Hey...” 


She jumped up and appeared, and Ichigo’s eyes widened 
when he saw her outfit. 


Luna was wearing the uniform of the large department store 
where Ichigo worked - The one for part-time female 
employees. 


She changed into a light summer shirt and jeans made of a 
special material with high elasticity underneath. She was 
dressed in a disciplined manner both top and bottom. 


Her hair was also tied up, giving her an active and boyish 
look different from her usual neat and classy outfit. 


His heart almost shook at the gap between the two... But of 
course, that was not the issue. 


“How do | look?” 
“.,.Where did you get that?” 


It was a uniform for female employees that Ichigo had 
brought home with him... To avoid any misunderstanding, 
no, Ichigo didn’t bring it home as part of his hobby. 


One of the part-timers had returned it when she quit, and 
Ichigo had accidentally spilled coffee on it. Although Ichigo 
could have asked the cleaning company contracted by the 
store to clean it, he felt uncomfortable for some reason so 
he took it home to wash it himself. 


It was already washed, dried and ready to be taken to the 
store tomorrow, so Ichigo put it in a place where he could 
see it. 


“Hehehe, It’s a cosplay. What do you think? Is it cute?” 


With a laid-back tone, Luna showed off her outfit. 
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Regrettably, Ichigo couldn’t say anything right away 
because he had just been so shocked. 


Ichigo hated his own stupidity and honesty. 


“How’s it going? Manager, please take care of me for the 
rest of the day!” 


Luna greeted Ichigo cheerfully as she closed the distance 
even further. She bowed her head and spoke with a 
sprightly expression as refreshingly cute as the clear blue 
Sky. 


It was a look that even Sakura wouldn’t have worn, and one 
that Ichigo could only see because she was Luna. 


In front of such a scene, he became understandably 
unsettled. 


To such Ichigo however, Luna’s continuous attacks did not 
stop. 


“About what | just said, what do you think?” 
“What?” 
“About me living here.” 


Her expression and eyes were serious. She didn’t seem to 
be joking. It reminded Ichigo of their exchange the other 
night. 


Recently... Her words and actions have become more 
extreme - Ichigo thought as he remembered said night. 


“I’m serious. I'll do the cooking, laundry, and housework. As 
| said before, I'll try not to bother Ichi with other things as 
well.” 


Ichigo noticed that Luna’s cheeks were slightly flushed. 
Looking closely, he could even see the sweat on her 
forehead. 


Is she nervous? No, that’s not it. She’s really, really, really 
serious - Ichigo said to himself. 


He could feel the enthusiasm so intense that it was almost 
dangerous. 


“A high school girl wife... Ah, something like that would be 
kind of fun, don’t you think?” 


“ ,.Quick, take it off.” 


Then, Ichigo’s thoughts finally began to move. Hearing 
Luna’s overly outspoken words on the contrary, helped him 
regain his composure. 


In an effort to sound serious, Ichigo said plainly that he was 
not interested. 


Ichigo has had a hunch about this for a while now. Her 
Skinship was clearly becoming more and more extreme. 


He must be careful. 


“., Okay, | understand.” Luna responded with a slightly 
downcast and sullen look to her attitude. 


Then, she took off her clothes on the spot. 


“Not here!” 


In a panic, Ichigo tried to stop her, but Luna quickly took off 
her top, and then the bottom... There was no way Ichigo 
could touch her body, so he had no other choice. 


“This is not the kind of thing a girl your age should be 
doing.” In the end, Ichigo said this as if this was a 
throwaway line, and he turned around, averting his gaze. 


He sounded like an old man. No, in general, twenty eight 
years old might already be in the category of an old man. 


“Okay, you can look now, Ichi.” 


A voice came from behind his back, and Ichigo turned 
around fearfully. 


There, stood Luna safely dressed in her original high school 
uniform. Judging from the fact that she changed her clothes 
rather quickly, she might have had the uniform ready in the 
hallway. 


“But Ichi, reacting like that just now means that you’ve 
become a little more aware of me.” 


“What are you saying...” 


Luna’s face was still flushed, and her enthusiasm hadn’t 
cooled yet. 


In the quiet living room, Luna leaned closer to Ichigo. 


“Hey Ichi, what do you think of me? Am | cute? Do | excite 
you?” She pressed on with bold words. 


Luna looked impatient as if she couldn’t control her own 
throbbing emotions. 


“Do you think I’m as cute as... No. Do you think I’m cuter 
than mother?” 


“.,.Don’t say stuff like that.” 


Tightly, Ichigo bit down on his own lips. He couldn’t believe 
Luna was so casual about mentioning Sakura’s name at a 
time like this... 


Does Luna not care? Does she not perceive her mother’s 
death as painful? Even though I’m always so worried about 
bringing it up - Ichigo thought to himself. 


Ichigo felt like a fool for dwelling on something so 
meaningless, and he felt as if he was being insulted by 
Sakura. The mixed emotions tingled and numbed his brain. 


“Why should | care? Mother’s not here anymore, 
remember?” 


-The voice that came out of Luna’s mouth cut off Ichigo’s 
line of reasoning. 


“Stop!” 
The cry was almost a roar. 


An outstretched hand pushed Luna’s body away from him as 
she came closer. Her small body flew like a piece of paper 
and fell from her waist onto the couch. 


“I’ve told you many times before, you are a high school girl, 
which means you are a minor. There is absolutely no way 
that | will ever have the kind of relationship with you that 
you want.” 


Ichigo said so clearly to Luna who looked up at him with a 
stunned expression. He spoke in a ruthless voice that was 
devoid of the sweetness and regret that had been in his 
mind for so long. 


“Don’t get the wrong idea.” 


It was neither a persuasion nor an explanation. It was a 
rebuke. 


It was a will of rejection. 


Feeling perhaps that he had used some strong words, 
thoughts of remorse also came to Ichigo’s mind. 


But he had to Say it. 


Ichigo needed to take action here before they got any 
deeper. 


“This isn’t right. Let’s not do this anymore.” 

With that last statement, Ichigo shut his mouth. 

It was as if time had stopped. 

Only the quiet and heavy air was settled in the living room. 
“Ah...” 


Eventually, Luna, who had been in a daze, stood up as if she 
had regained her senses. 


She looked at Ichigo, but he, on the other hand, glared back 
at her clinging gaze. 


As if abandoning her, as if he was sweeping her away. 


She must have finally come to terms with Ichigo’s 
statement. 


Luna hurriedly covered her face. 
In her eyes, Ichigo could see tears welling up. 


Then, in a state of disappointment, Luna left Ichigo’s house 
as if to run away. 


Chapter 6: Codependence 


Ichigo noticed. 


The orange light coming through the curtains had died 
down, and the hour hand on the wall clock was completely 
pointing to the time of night. 


Sitting on the sofa in the living room and gazing aimlessly 
into the void, Ichigo realized that he had just let the time 
pass him by. 


In his mind, he pictured Luna as she left. 


The image of Luna’s back as she left the house quickly and 
silently, trying not to drop the tears that were accumulating 
in the corners of her long, slit eyes, came back to Ichigo’s 
mind. 


He felt a sense of worry that he had never felt before. 


As time went by, it seemed that he was able to slowly 
regain his composure and accurately assess the current 
situation. 


Resulting, 


His realization. 


“I’ve done it...” Ichigo muttered bitterly as he hung his head 
apologetically. 


As it was, his forehead hit the edge of the table in front of 
him. 


After a beat, he lifted his head slightly and bumped his 
forehead again. 


Again, and again, and again. 

Ichigo kept pounding his forehead. 

That was how strong his regret was. 

He was filled with remorse and self-loathing. 


He felt ashamed that he, who was more than ten years older 
than Luna, had rejected her by spitting out words out of 
emotion. 


Ichigo had forced the frustration in his heart onto her. 


He took the liberty of thinking that Luna didn’t care about 
Sakura, about her own mother’s death... 


How could that be? 
Ichigo thought it over. 
She was Sakura’s actual daughter. 


There was no way she could not care about her mother’s 
death, even if she said so... 


It could even be said that because it was so painful, Luna 
was trying to maintain a balance within herself by adopting 
a tough and carefree attitude. 


Without any consideration for her true feelings, Ichigo 
judged the mentality of the still unstable child as frivolous, 
and lashed out with his own emotions. 


Ichigo realized the attitude he just had towards a sensitive 
mid-teen girl. 


“What to do...” 


If he kept asking himself the same questions over and over 
again, progress would never be made. He needed to come 
up with a solution and make the change. 


Ichigo wondered what he should do. 
No, there was only one thing to do. 
It was already late today, and it all happened just now. 


If Ichigo were to visit Luna now, she would be upset and 
they wouldn’t be able to have a proper exchange. 


The both of them would need a little more time to settle 
down. 


“.,.lomorrow morning, | should apologize.” 


Ichigo made his decision and turned his thoughts to what he 
should do with the ingredients he had prepared. 


-However, in hindsight, that decision was a mistake. 


After regaining his senses, he should have gone after her 
right away- 


The next day. 


“...1’m really sorry. Because of me-“ 
[It’s okay. Please don’t worry about it.] 


Using a low-pitched voice, Ichigo apologized to the person 
on the other end of the phone call. 


From home, he informed the store that he would be taking a 
sick day. He was not sick in any way of course. 


Today was originally a work day, however, he had to visit 
Luna’s house later. 


In other words, it was a cunning act. 


[For the time being, I'll put it as a half-day off in the 
schedule. If it’s too difficult for you to come to work in the 
afternoon, I'll treat it as a full day of leave.] 


The person on the other end of the phone was Wakana, the 
assistant manager. 


Ichigo was apologizing for having her take on the 
responsibility of being the acting manager in the store since 
he couldn’t show up at work. 


“I’m sorry for leaving you in charge of so many things.” 


[Don’t worry. The major work for this week has been mostly 
finished by manager.] 


In a polite tone of voice, Wakana said to Ichigo as if she was 
concerned about him. 


[It was the busy season until just a few days ago, so it can’t 
be helped. Please take some time to rest. If... If it’s not too 
much trouble for you, | can bring you something to eat after 
closing time.] 


“No, no, You don’t have to! | can’ t ask you to go that far!” 


When Ichigo hurriedly refused, Wakana said, [I see...] 
Sounding a little disappointed behind the receiver. 


After completing his report and hanging up the phone, 
Ichigo slumped down on the sofa and let out a deep sigh. 


“Tl lied and skipped work...” 


Remembering the kind words that Wakana had said to him, 
Ichigo’s heart ached. However, although he was filled with 
remorse, he had no other choice now that he had done it. 


Because Ichigo had no choice, he had to make sure he 
completed his original goal. 


(...If | can meet with her without any problems and get my 
concerns resolved... I’ll come to work this afternoon once we 
finish.) 


With this in mind, Ichigo left the company housing and 
drove to Luna’s apartment. 
A dozen minutes later, he arrived. 


It was a reasonably nice apartment with an auto-lock 
system, where Luna lived alone. It was a place Ichigo had 
already visited many times before. 


“Let’s see...” 


He went through the automatic door into the building and 
stood in front of the touch screen panel located in front of 
the entrance. 


On the panel, there were numbers from 0 to 9 lined up like a 
calculator, and by pressing the number of the room, the 


chime of the desired room would be sounded. If a resident is 
in the house, he or she can talk through the microphone. 


“Hah...” Ichigo took a deep breath and calmed his 
heartbeat. 


Then, having made up his mind, he entered the number of 
Luna’s room and pressed the call button. 


A small chime sounded from the speaker with the message 
[Calling.] 


“Hmm?” 


However, after waiting for several tens of seconds, there 
was no response. Ichigo pressed the call button several 
more times, but Luna did not answer. 


“Maybe she’s not at home...?” 
Apparently, Luna was not at home. 


Ichigo wondered if she had already left the house to go to 
school. 


As far as he remembered from the morning when he had 
spent the night at her house before... She should still be at 
home at this time of day. 


“It can’t be helped.” 
It would be a waste of time to dwell on it. 
“| should get a head start on Luna’s high school...” 


Once he left the apartment, Ichigo decided to move to the 
high school that Luna attended. He knew which high school 
she went to based on her famous uniform and the fact that 


she told everyone in the office when she introduced herself 
on the day she delivered the lunch box to the store. 


Himesuhara Girls’ High School. 


The address could also be found by putting the location 
name into the car’s navigation system. 


If Ichigo could drive and get ahead in time, he would be able 
to make it to school just before classes started. Therefore, 
Ichigo got into the car again and spent a few dozen minutes 
traveling to Himesuhara High School. 


“Finally here...” 
The school building was solemn and full of history. 


A group of students wearing the same uniform as Luna 
walked towards the brick school gate that led to the 
premises. They all looked like young ladies who had grown 
up in a good neighborhood and they all had an air of 
propriety about them. The sight of several such girls going 
to school, conversing harmoniously with each other, was a 
gorgeous sight to Ichigo. The air was filled with light, and a 
nice scent seemed to waft through the air. 


“...1’m not in a position to be thinking about such things that 
don’t matter.” 


Ichigo stopped the car at the side of the road, a little before 
the entrance to the high school, and rolled down the 
window. He then began to carefully look for Luna among the 
students passing in front of him. Her beauty was sure to 
make her stand out in this large crowd. If Ichigo kept a close 
eye on it, he should have no problem finding her. 


(But...) 


However, if a man, who was not a parent of a student, 
parked his car in front of the gate and looked around at the 
students on their way to school, it might appear suspicious. 
No, it would definitely be suspicious. Even now, Ichigo was 
starting to worry. 


In front of the solemn brick school gate, there was a demon- 
looking guard who hadn’t shown any particular reaction. It 
was as if he hadn’t noticed Ichigo yet or maybe he was still 
observing him. 


“ll have to be careful not to get spotted.” 


Just to be safe, Ichigo got out of the car and started acting 
as if he was in the middle of a rendezvous with someone. He 
scurried around as if looking for someone and looked at the 
screen of the phone he pulled out of his pocket. 


(...This should fool him a bit...) 

That was when it happened. 

“| didn’t see Hoshigami-san on the bus today.” 
Suddenly, such a voice struck Ichigo’s ear. 


“Usually, | always get on the bus at the same time as 
Hoshigami-san...” 


A student on her way to school, who happened to be 
passing by Ichigo, said so regretfully. 


Hoshigami-san - Certainly, that’s what she said. 


Immediately, Ichigo’s eyes followed the students who were 
talking about the conversation. 


“It’s one of the few times | can have contact with 
Hoshigami-san!” 


“Fuyuko, you really like Hoshigami-san, don’t you?” 
“I’m a big fan of hers.” 


One of the high school girls was talking about Luna 
enthusiastically. The classmates around her seemed to be 
laughing at one another as if it was something usual. 


Ichigo was curious about the conversation and naturally 
followed the girls. 


Hoshigami-san - In all likelihood, Ichigo was sure she was 
referring to Luna. 


Fuyuko, the high school girl in question, was a girl with 
braided hair that was slightly brownish. She seemed to have 
a longing for Luna, and Ichigo could sense it in every word 
she said... 


No, more important than that- 
(...Not on the bus at the usual time?) 


Luna has not come to school? - Ichigo wrinkled his brows 
and touched the tip of his chin as if in thought. 


“...Amm?” 


Then, Ichigo realized. 


The girls who he had been unconsciously following, had 
stopped in their tracks and looked back at him. They must 
have noticed Ichigo who was listening in on their 
conversation. The girls were looking at him as if he was a 
hooligan. 


(...Not good.) 
They were completely suspicious. 


After meeting the girls’ gazes, there was an uncomfortable 
pause. Ichigo knew that the girls’ vigilance would only 
continue to grow if he remained silent. 


(...Now that it has come to this.) 


However, he couldn’t let the clue he just found slip away, so 
Ichigo immediately sprang into action. 


“Excuse me, do you have some time?” Ichigo called out to 
the girls from his side. 


The girls shuddered as they were suddenly approached by a 
Suspicious person. 


“Wh-What is it...?” 


The girl with the braids, who was called Fuyuko, responded 
as she stepped back. She seemed highly cautious and 
completely frightened. 


As one would expect of a young lady’s school student. The 
fact that Luna would allow herself to be so open to a man 
who was a stranger was more abnormal. 


But that’s besides the point. 


(...Now, how should | start this off?) 


Ichigo called out to them and started the conversation, but 
he didn’t know how to get them to let their guard down. He 
thought instantly, and eventually, 


(...Ah, that’s right.) 
He found the perfect opening. 


“I’m an acquaintance of Hoshigami Luna-san, the person 
you were just talking about.” 


“What?” 


When Ichigo said this, the high school girls rounded their 
eyes. 


“What kind of relationship do you have with Hoshigami- 
san?” 


However, they still didn’t let their guard down and carefully 
returned the question. 


To those girls, Ichigo replied, 


“Ah, Hoshigami Luna-san, has she been sneaking out of 
school during lunch break or something lately?” 


“During lunch break?” 


“Ah, now that you mention it...” Then, as if she had an idea, 
Fuyuko, the high school girl with braids, responded. “I was 
told to keep it a secret because the teacher would scold us if 
they found out... How do you know about this?” 


Good - Ichigo thought as he turned to face Fuyuko. 


“I’m the guy from the store Luna came to thank.” Daringly, 
Ichigo gave out information that the other person had not 


mentioned before. This way, he could prove his legitimacy 
and not be suspected. 


“Came to thank... In that case, are you perhaps the person 
who helped Hoshigami-san when she was in trouble?” 
Fuyuko said in surprise. 


Apparently, Luna had also told her classmates about the day 
of the incident involving Ichigo. 


“That’s right. Well, it was just a coincidence. I’m here for 
another matter, but then | heard a name | recognized”. 


“I didn’t know that!” 
“Really, what a coincidence!” 
The high school girls got excited. 


And the girls were right, it really was an amazing 
coincidence. 


However, to say Ichigo was relieved would be an 
understatement. 


“Hoshigami-san seemed very happy when she talked about 
how you helped her out when she was in trouble in front of 
the station.” 


“Heh...” 


It seemed that Luna had been talking about that episode to 
quite a few people around her. Ichigo didn’t know if Luna 
was being naive or not, but perhaps that’s just how it is 
when you're a high school girl. 


“Hoshigami-san, she really goes out of her way to thank 
people.” 


“She’s so polite, right?” 
“Of course, it’s because she’s Hoshigami-san.” 


On their own, the high school girls who heard the story from 
Ichigo were having such conversations. 


From what Ichigo’s been hearing from the girls since earlier, 
it seemed that Luna had a good reputation in the school. 
Everyone was talking about her as if she were an honor 
student. Ichigo felt that she was just like Sakura back then. 


“But Luna-san wasn’t on the bus today, right?” 


“Yeah, we usually get on the bus at the same time, but 
today...” Fuyuko replied when she was casually asked. 


As Ichigo suspected, Luna was not on the usual bus to 
school. 


“This has never happened before, but by any chance, 
maybe she just went to school ahead of us.” 


“Hoshigami-san’s not particularly involved in any club 
activities... And there shouldn’t be any work that requires 
her to come in early.” 


The high school girls were all concerned. 


“Oh, no, it’s almost time for class to start!” Then, one of the 
students looked towards the large clock on the wall of the 
school building and realized. 


Ichigo looked around and found that most of the students of 
Himesuhara walking around were already gone. 


And before he knew it, the guard was looking at him warily. 


“I see. I’m sorry | stopped you. If you see Luna-san, could 
you tell her | said hello again?” 


“Yas I ” 


Ichigo then thanked the students for sharing their stories 
with him and said goodbye. 


After watching the girls pass through the school gate, Ichigo 
got into his car and started to drive away. 


“But...” 


Sorting through the information so far, it was very likely that 
Luna was not at home, nor was she at school. 


In that case, where did Luna go after last night? The 
question arose. 


“\..NO way.” 
... He got a bad feeling about this. 


Ichigo parked his car on the side of the road and pulled his 
phone out of his pocket. He pressed his contact list, and 
there, he searched for Luna’s contact information that he 
had exchanged with her before. 


“..) should have done this from the start.” 
Yes, that’s right. 


Earlier, If only Ichigo had called her as soon as he figured 
out that she wasn’t home, instead of bothering to go ahead 
to her high school - No, in the first place, he should have 
done that last night when he regained his senses. 


He realized that he was still upset with himself after all. 


He appeared to have lost his usual calm and collected 
judgment. 


He could not even begin to humiliate himself. 


Ichigo mindlessly pressed the call button and put the phone 
to his ear. 


The ringing continued. 


Ten seconds, twenty seconds, and even longer than that... 
But the other end didn’t answer. 


As if it were for eternity, only the repeating melody echoed 
in Ichigo’s head. 


-Suddenly, the ringing was cut off. 
-The other party picked up the phone. 
“Hello?” 

[Ah... Ich- Kugiyama-san?] 


From the other side of the phone, Ichigo heard a scratchy 
voice. 


It was Luna’s. 
“Luna-san, right now, where are you?” 


He didn’t use harsh words like a reprimand, but rather, 
gentle words like an admonition. 


Trying not to put too much emotion into it, Ichigo asked 
Luna. 


[...| don’t know. ] 


“Don’t know?” 


[Since last night... I’ve been walking... And before | knew 
it...] 


Luna was apparently alone and far away. 


As a result of wandering unconsciously after leaving Ichigo 
last night, she seemed to have ended up in an unknown 
place. 


“What do you see nearby? Do you see any tall buildings?” 
Ichigo asked for information about the area around where 
Luna was now. 


He asked her to find any nearby buildings or signs with 
names, and then searched for them. 


Ichigo used the map function on his phone to identify the 
location. 


“ 
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“I’m on my way. For now, don’t move from there.” 
[But that-] 


Before she could say anything else, Ichigo was already 
driving his car. 


Really. 
He should have done this a lot sooner. 
(...What am | so afraid of?) 


Ichigo drove the car at just under the speed limit to the 
destination indicated by the navigation function on his 
phone. 


It was far. 


Once again, he thought about Luna’s current location and 
the location where he had tentatively set the destination 
were really far apart. 


“...How far has she walked since last night?” 


His back teeth clenched and a dull ache seeped into his jaw. 
The more he thought about it, the more his mind whispered 
and those words, they were becoming harsher and harsher. 


Of course, it was not feelings of irritation towards Luna at 
all. 


It was anger towards himself. 


Ichigo wondered why he had acted so uncharacteristically 
last night. 


Why didn’t | go after her right away? 
Why didn’t | call her right then and there? 


Why did | waste my time by taking such swallowing 
measures like going to the apartment in the morning to 
check on her, or trying to go to her school ahead of her? 


He was irresistibly angry at himself for being so pathetic. 


Driven by his anger, Ichigo stepped on the gas pedal and 
continued to drive the car. 


He wondered how long he had been driving. 


Far away from the city center, the urban facilities and 
scenery were gradually disappearing - He finally arrived ata 
dimly lit mountain road which could not be identified 
anywhere. 


Even though it was still daytime, he could tell from inside 
the car that the dense foliage made it as dim as dusk and 
the atmosphere was humid and damp. 


There was not a single soul in sight. 


The sound of insect wings clattered and occasionally, an 
unidentifiable wild animal would cross in front of the car at 
high speed. 


It was quite the rural area. 
It was not a place that a high school girl could reach on foot. 


(...Perhaps she got here by some form of transportation.) 


Ichigo continued to drive along the winding mountain roads, 
shrinking the distance and estimated time displayed on the 
map on his phone’s screen. 


Eventually, 
“... There.” 


Driving on his way, on the asphalt littered with leaves and 
berries, Ichigo found a girl crouched with her back against 
the guardrail to prevent her body from falling. 


That lustrous black hair - Ichigo could tell it was Luna. 


Last night, and this morning supposedly, Ichigo saw her 
wearing the familiar uniform. 


She was still dressed as she was yesterday. 


Ichigo slowed the car down and stopped in front of her. Luna 
noticed this and looked up with a huff. 


The girl was pale. She was covered in earthy color and 
Ichigo could tell just by looking at her that she was 
exhausted both physically and mentally. 


Still, seeing her face, Ichigo felt relieved. 
Somehow, Luna had managed to protect herself. 
“Kuglyama-san...” 


When he parked the car and got out, Luna called out to him 
with a tearful face. 


She called him by his surname, not by his nickname as she 
usually did. From that, Ichigo could feel the distance in their 


hearts, or rather, a wall between them. As Ichigo expected, 
she must also be worried about what happened last night. 


“...| was worried.” Ichigo said to Luna as he chose his words 
carefully. “Why are you here?” 


“...For now, let’s get in the car.” Ichigo said as he reached 
out his hand. 


Slowly, Luna took his hand and stood up. 


Once he had her in the passenger seat of his car, Ichigo 
made a U-turn and started driving in the opposite direction 
he had come from. 


There was a heavy silence in the car. 
It was only natural. 


There were only the two of them in the car. Like on the road 
here, there was hardly a soul in sight. 


It was just the two of them - Their own private space to 
Share this secret relationship. 


“How did you get all the way out here?” 
After a while, Ichigo started the conversation. 


“..1 don’t know, | can’t remember.” 


Luna replied in a hushed tone of voice. It was so quiet that 
Ichigo had to strain his ears to hear it. 


He could see how dejected she was. 


“Last night, | took the train, and the next thing | knew, | was 
on the last train...” 


Was she in a state of self-doubt? - Ichigo wondered if the 
shock was too much for her. 


“After | got out of the station, | didn’t know my way around, 
and there were no buses running, so | just walked in the 
direction of my house...” 


The story sent chills down Ichigo’s spine. He couldn’t help 
but open his mouth. 


“Did you walk all the way after getting out of the station? 
What if something happened to you?” 


In response, Luna fell silent. 


Her usual cheerful and light-hearted attitude towards Ichigo 
was gone. 


Apparently, her mind was still not stable. 


There was no point in scolding her in that state, and in the 
first place, Ichigo was in no position to reprimand her. 
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Then, out of the corner of his eye, Ichigo spotted a vending 
machine on the side of the road. 


Good timing - He thought as he stopped the car. 
“I'll be right back.” 
“Huh...” 


Ichigo got out of the car and bought a hot café au lait from 
the vending machine. When he returned to the car, he 
handed it to Luna. 


“By the looks of it, you haven’t eaten or drunk anything 
since last night, have you? For now, here, you should take 
some sugar. It’ll warm you up.” 


Luna blinked dumbfoundedly for a few moments and looked 
down at the café au lait in Ichigo’s hand. 


“| always drink a café au lait from the store’s coffee 
machine when I’m at work.” 


“.. Itadakimasu.” 
She raised the pull-tab and brought it close to her lips. 


With a slurp, Luna’s throat rumbled, afterwards, “Hah...” A 
feverish breath escaped her. 


Her pale complexion turned a little red as if life had returned 
to her. 


“...Fhank you very much.” 


She seemed to have calmed down a bit. 


“Good, let’s go home for now.” Ichigo said to switch the 
atmosphere as he saw the slight change in Luna’s air. 


In actuality, the problem did not change one bit. It was just 
a mood thing. 


“You'll have to report the reason for your absence and 
explain it to the school. More importantly, your classmates 
were worried about you.” 


“Eh?” 


Driving on winding mountain roads requires constant 
attention to the road ahead. 


That was why Ichigo couldn’t look over to Luna. 


...Well, it’s natural not to look aside even during normal 
driving. 


But anyway, without looking back at Luna who had reacted 
with surprise, Ichigo continued to look forward and spoke, 


“This morning, | went to your house to look for you, but you 
weren't there. After that, | went to your school. There, | met 
some of your classmates and talked to them.” 


“You seem to have a lot of admirers. You’re well-liked.” 


When Ichigo praised her, Luna hung her head down. Her 
expression was hidden by her long, beautiful black hair that 
flowed down smoothly. Ichigo couldn’t look directly at her, 
but she didn’t seem to be embarrassed. 


“Il know it’s just a temporary illness, but | think you should 
call the school and tell them you’re not feeling well. Don’t 


worry and rest assured, | used the same excuse to find you 
today.” 


What’s so reassuring about that? - Ichigo said to himself, 
puzzled by his own statement. 


Then. 

“.,.Have you been looking for me all this time?” 
A muttered voice escaped from Luna’s mouth. 
“\..17m sorry.” 


Her voice was trembling and Ichigo could see tears falling 
from the corners of Luna’s eyes. 


“You don’t have to apologize... This is my fault in the first 
place. Yesterday, | sooke harshly to you.” 


“...No, it’s not your fault, Kugiyama-san. Without thinking 
about Kugiyama-san, | kept doing selfish things... | just got 
what | deserved.” 


“Kugiyama-san.” She said and paused for a beat. 
Then, 

“All this time... It’s been so painful.” 

“What?” 


“I’m not an honor student. I’m just acting as one... The truth 
is, ve always wanted someone to spoil me.” 


Luna began to talk. She confessed her true nature. It was 
overflowing and she was unable to stop. 


“After losing my father, my mother didn’t receive any 
inheritance rights or anything like that... All of that was 
given to my father’s family and the executives at the 
company. My mother only inherited part of the estate she 
needed to raise me, and then she raised me by herself.” 


“After my mother’s death, my mother’s family house 
became my underwriter.” 


My mother’s family house - In other words, Sakura’s 
birthplace. 


The house where her family business was run, which led to 
Sakura’s political marriage. 


Ichigo didn’t have all the details, but he believed they were 
in the business of producing, processing and distributing 
fruits and other agricultural products. 


In the past, sales were doing good, so they decided to 
expand their business and spent a lot of money on 
advertising. However, the plan failed and the family ended 
up with a lot of debt. 


“My maternal grandfather, grandmother, and my mother’s 
relatives were not bad people... But | saw my mother go 
through several disputes over the fact that she only 
inherited part of my father’s estate...” 


“Since | don’t want to cause my mother’s family any trouble, 
and so that | don’t feel ashamed of my mother who worked 
so hard for me... | decided to also work hard and play the 
role of an honor student.” 


But, it wasn’t a burden that she could carry on her own... 
That’s why, 


“My father and mother were gone, and | didn’t have anyone 
to open up to... | felt so alone.” 


But then, one day- 


“I met Kugiyama-san. The boy that my mother told me 
about in her childhood memories. | was attracted to 
Kugiyama-san who had become the ideal man for me, and | 
sought a place of solitude in him... Honestly, | don’t even 
know what I’m doing, I-” 


Luna sobbed as she gingerly wiped her eyes with her 
fingertips. 


“I’ve said and done so many selfish things that I’ve only 
caused trouble for Kugiyama-san... I’m really sorry.” 


-Ichigo stopped the car. 


He pulled over to the side of the road and this time, he 
looked directly at Luna who was apologizing with tears in 
her eyes. 


“Kugiyama...san?” 
“al see.” 


Even in Luna’s weak appearance, Ichigo could see a shadow 
of Sakura as well. 


“I also have something to confess to you.” 
Luna told Ichigo how she really felt. 


Then he, too, must speak up. 


“| used to have a crush on your mother, Sakura. She was my 
first love... That’s a fact that can’t be disputed.” 


“When | was a kid, all | could think about was her and what | 
could do to make her happy. That was really all | could think 
about, even after she disappeared from my life and got 
married... Maybe it was because of the way we separated, 
but Sakura’s existence has been smoldering inside me since 
forever.” 


“At that time, | met you. A girl who looks exactly like her, 
and | couldn’t help but see Sakura’s image in you.” 


Luna continued to listen to Ichigo’s words in silence. 
Ichigo might be saying terrible things to her. 


Still, he felt thankful of her for not saying anything and for 
trying to accept what he was trying to Say. 


“I’ve been thinking about it for a long, long time. | think 
Sakura had some kind of affliction that she couldn’t tell me 
or anyone about. Just like you are now.” 


It was the story of how her parents got to know each other. 
Something like this, might be a lack of care, but Ichigo felt 
that he couldn’t talk about it unless it was here and now - 

No, he knew he would eventually have to talk about it. 


“...1 See Sakura in you. And the days | spent with you, on 
one hand | hate it, but there’s also a part of me that wants 


it. That’s why | can’t leave you alone and followed you 
here.” 


Ichigo continued, 


“I’m also attracted to you. That’s an indisputable fact. If you 
enjoy spending time with me, and if you’re free from your 
suffering when you’re with me, then that is the greatest 
happiness for me.” 


Ichigo understood. 
He understood what he had been so afraid of. 


In his heart, he still accepted the fact that he was in contact 
with her and found it difficult to let go. 


At Ichigo’s confession, Luna’s eyes widened and she 
became at a loss for words. 


But eventually, she was able to digest Ichigo’s words in her 
own mind. 


In the depths of her moist eyes, a faint light appeared. 


As if trying desperately to suppress the feelings that welled 
up in her, she hugged her own chest. 


“But.” 
But, still, 
Ichigo interrupted Luna who was about to speak, and said, 


“We have to separate ideals from reality.” 


That’s why it would be okay. 
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If you surrender your body and mind, there would only be 
despair and ruin ahead. 


That was the nature of the relationship between Ichigo and 
Luna. 


Yes, Ichigo himself was well aware of that. 
He understood. 

He was convinced. 

That’s why he had to Say it. 


He couldn’t involve the girl... A young girl at that, in his 
desires. 


“Above all, | am attracted to you, but that’s because | see 
Sakura in you. | think that’s disrespectful to you who 
genuinely likes me.” 


That’s why, in order to be clear, 
“... That’s why, | can’t be the lover you want me to be.” 


“From now on, with that in mind, let’s have a proper and 
healthy relationship.” 


That’s right. 


Ichigo felt like they shouldn’t have this kind of codependent 
relationship. 


He started the parked car, and again, drove silently down 
the dimly lit mountain road. 


Eventually, after exiting the mountain road, they entered a 
rural landscape illuminated by sunlight. 


It was silent in the car. 


They didn’t say a word, they didn’t have anything more to 
Say. 


With Ichigo and Luna inside, the car kept going. 


Back to the city where he and she lived, they returned. 


Epilogue: Even so 


Afterwards. 


Ichigo succeeded in safeguarding Luna from the mountain 
road, and was able to drive her safely back to her 
apartment. 


For Luna’s unexcused absence, Ichigo had her call in sick to 
school immediately, and everything was fine. As for her 
missing time, she told them that she was sick when waking 
up in the morning, so she took her medicine and fell asleep 
right after, resulting in the delay of the call report. 


Fortunately - The school seemed to be worried that Luna, 
one of their role model students, was not coming to school, 
so they were relieved to hear from her and did not pursue 
the matter any further. 


Ichigo decided to stay with Luna at her house for a few more 
hours until she was really settled down. As a result, he had 
to return home at nighttime... In other words, as far as work 
was concerned, he was on a full-blown day off. 


“Alright then.” 


The sun was setting, and it was getting late in the evening. 
In front of Luna’s room, Ichigo said his good-bye. 


“Thank you very much for today, Kugiyama-san.” Luna said 
as she stood in the doorway, bowing her head deeply. 


...AS Ichigo thought, her atmosphere was not as innocent 
and cheerful as it had been the other day. She drew a 
proper line and took an attitude of respect people would 
normally have towards adults. 


“.,.5ee you again, if the opportunity ever comes.” 
“Yas,” 


Hearing this, Ichigo felt a little sad, but he beat himself up in 
the head for having such feeling, and left her. 


As he left the apartment and put his hand on the driver’s 
door of the parked car, he looked up at the window of Luna’s 
room. 


“... It’s better this way.” 
This is enough. 


So, saying it to no one... No, not no one, but to himself, 
Ichigo got into the car. 


A few days had passed since then, and Ichigo hadn’t heard 
from Luna or had any contact with her. 


His daily life returned to the way it was before. 


In the morning, he went to his workplace - A large 
department store that he was in charge of, and returned 
home after working until nightfall. 


He received consultations from the store staff about the 
sales floor, products, and work contents, and gave them 
accurate advice on how to solve the issues. In addition, 

when the company asked him to write reviews or submit 


new projects, he used the information he had seen and 
researched to create ideas and responded to them. 


His days off were also no different than usual. It was a 
mixture of work and private life. Not a time for lazing 
around, but a time for some kind of purpose and 
Significance. 


Those were how he had spent his days. 


“Can | assume that everything has come full circle...?” 
Ichigo let out as he sat on the sofa, watching a foreign 
drama streamed over the Internet. 


Perhaps it was because he had been drinking at night and 
was in a tipsy mood, he couldn’t help but spill out such 
words. 


Then, Ichigo suddenly thought to himself. He thought about 
Luna and his days with her, which had been noisy and yet, 
fun. 


That was when Ichigo came back to his senses. 
“What am | thinking?” 


Luna had learned to be sensible. Luna had learned to 
discipline herself and returned to her daily life. Yet, what 
was Ichigo feeling that made him feel so much regret? 


“You're pathetic! Ichigo Kugiyama!” He shouted at himself 
as if to chastise his anguish. This was something he could 
do because he was drunk. 


In the distance, Ichigo could hear a dog barking, so he 
reflected that he perhaps had shouted a little too loudly. 


Now - One day. 
“Ah, manager. Could | have a moment of your time?” 


Today was Saturday. Since it was a weekend, the store was 
quite crowded. In the middle of all that, Ichigo was passing 
by the office when he was stopped by Wakana, the assistant 
manager. 


“Yes, what’s the matter?” 


“I was wondering if | could introduce you to a new part-time 
employee who will be working with us from now on.” 


Apparently, a new part-timer had arrived. 


(... That’s unusual at this time of year. Schools aren’t even 
on summer break, or rather, have we had any hiring 
interviews lately?) 


As Ichigo was thinking this, said part-timer appeared, 
prompted by Wakana. 


“Hi, | look forward to working with yo-“ 


Ichigo’s voice stopped the moment he saw the part-timer. It 
wasn’t just his mouth, but his whole body completely 
stopped working. 


Standing there was- 


“Please take care of me, Manager Kugiyama.” 


Her black hair was long enough to reach her waist. 
Her skin was clear bright 


A well-defined face with a smooth bridge of the nose at its 
center. 


A little slanted eyes with long and sexy eyelashes. 
It was Luna. 


She was standing right in front of Ichigo, wearing the store’s 
uniform. 


She was wearing the same outfit that she had cosplayed in 
at Ichigo’s house that day. 


“Wh-Why are you here!” The confused Ichigo shouted. 
“Are you surprised?” 


Then, Wakana, who was smiling happily for some reason, 
began to explain. According to her, Luna had actually 
secretly come for a part-time job interview the other day 
when Ichigo was absent. In the absence of the manager, the 
assistant manager would be the one to conduct the hiring 
interviews. 


Based on her personality, language and attitude, the results 
of Luna’s interview were positive and there’d be nothing to 
worry about having her working in customer service. 


The high school that she attended, Himesuhara Girls’ High 
School, which was a school for young ladies, was very 
tolerant of off-campus activities and allowed her to work 
part-time as long as she got permission. 


“The reason why Hoshigami-san wanted to work part-time 
at the store was because she met the manager. She said, ‘If 
a person like the manager is in charge of the store, | can 
work here with peace of mind and have fun.'” 


Ichigo listened to Wakana’s explanation with his eyes black 
and white. 


“Ha-Haha...” 


“And then, when | jokingly suggested to Assistant Manager 
Wakana that we should introduce myself to the manager as 
a surprise, she agreed that it would be fun.” Luna said with 
a clear and cheerful smile. 


It was for this reason that she had not told Ichigo she would 
be working here until today. 


Dressed in the store’s uniform and with her hair tied up ina 
bun, Luna exuded an energetic yet adorable atmosphere. 
Ichigo could see that other staff members who were passing 
by were looking and fawning over her in front of the office. 


“Hey, aren’t you the one who came to the store before...?” 
“It’s been a while. Please take care of me from now on.” 


Then, the staff members who knew about Luna noticed her 
presence and stopped to greet her. In no time, a crowd of 
people had formed on the spot. 


“Ara, Luna-chan, you’ve decided to work here. Even though 
there are so many other good places for Luna-chan to work 
at!” 


“Good evening! Thank you for the other day.” 


As a matter of course, Luna was having a friendly 
conversation with Sonozaki, a part-time housewife who was 
passing by. 


“Ah, nice to meet you! I’m a sophomore at Kawaki University 
of Physical Education, Aoya-“ 


“What are you doing introducing yourself like that all of a 
sudden? Look, you’re scaring Luna-chan.” 


Aoyama, a part-time athletic student who had previously 
fallen in love with Luna at first sight, greeted her with a stiff 
and tense upright posture. At that, Sonozaki tapped him on 
the shoulder with a funny smile. 


Looking at all of this, Luna put on a soft smile. 
(...Is this reality?) 


Ichigo couldn’t help but cover his eyes as he started to lose 
his footing and put his hand on a nearby wall. 


A welcoming atmosphere had already been created, and 
with that, the outer moat was perfectly filled in. Ichigo, the 
store manager, would be the one to make the final decision 
on hiring, but it would be unnatural to reject her after all of 
this. 


“Ex-Excuse me for a moment...” Ichigo said as he slipped 
out of the crowd, heading towards the store’s inventory. 


When Ichigo got to the place where the pallets were stacked 
for delivery of the products, he checked to make sure no 
one else was around and then broke his knees as hard as he 
could. 


“Why? Why is this happening...” 


He thought everything had come to a full circle, that 
everything had returned to normal. 


Then, when Ichigo was in a troubled state- 
“Excuse me.” 


Ichigo’s head jumped up as someone called him from 
behind. 


There, stood Luna. 
“Ehehe, long time no see, Ichi.” 


When she confirmed Ichigo’s figure and the expression on 
his face - Luna put on a devious, mischievous smile, just like 
the one she had before. 


“No, it hasn’t been that long. Why are you at my store...?” 
“Ichi... I’m sorry.” 
The smile on her face turned into a slightly sad expression. 


“I know that everything Ichi said was right, and of course, it 
could get Ichi into trouble... Besides, you said it for my sake. 
| Know all of that.” 


“If you know that, then why...?” 
“I know but | can’t stop it.” 

I’m sorry - Luna said once more. 
“But, | love Ichi.” 


Ichigo tried to calm down, look at reality, and put everything 
back together. But in the end, nothing worked. Luna had 


come back. 


“I thought that someday... I’d find a way other than forcing 
myself to forget, but | really can’t give up.” 


“As | told you before, it’s unethical for us to have sucha 
relationship. Besides, | already told you that my feelings for 
you-“ 


“I know Ichi sees a lot of my mother in me.” 


At that time, Ichigo thought that those words would hurt 
Luna... He knew that and still dared to say it. 


However, Luna- 


“For now, that’s okay.” Luna said. “In time, | will definitely 
make you love me for who | am, | swear.” 


She became more aggressive than before. 


Ichigo wondered if he had lit the fire in the opposite 
direction. His thoughts accelerated. Rather than distancing 
himself, he was closing in even closer. 


Ichigo could not help but be completely baffled. A girl, 
whose appearance was identical to that of his first love, took 
a liking to him and made a passionate approach. 


Maybe it was a situation that everyone would envy. But 
what lies ahead would be a path of immoral ruin. 


“chi.” 


Then- 


Luna rushed towards Ichigo who was in a state of 
bewilderment and unable to think straight. 


“Huh...?” 


Ichigo couldn’t react properly to the suddenness of the 
situation. 


To begin with, they were not that far apart. 
It all happened in less than a second. 


Luna ran up to Ichigo as fast as she could, and brought her 
face close to his- 


Her lips touched Ichigo’s. 


In an instant, Ichigo’s senses were bleached and smeared 
with everything she had to offer. 


The scent of Luna, a scent of fresh citrus perfume, stained 
his sense of smell. 


The lips that touched, the palm of a hand on his chest, the 
black hair that brushed his cheek. The feeling of it all filled 
his whole body. 


The instant after they touched, she let out a momentary 
gasp, a thin voice like an exhale. All the sounds in the world 
had disappeared, and only that, dominated his hearing and 
refrained forever in his eardrums. 
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A moment of time, which felt like an eternity, dawned. 


Slowly, Luna let go of his body. 
Then, she stared straight at Ichigo who was still in a daze. 
Her eyes were moist, and her cheeks were flushed. 


Ichigo could feel that the emotions and thoughts that Luna 
had been keeping and suppressing were overflowing and 
could not be stopped. 


This was at work. 
In the back of the store where Ichigo was the manager. 


Someone might see them. Even, it wouldn’t be surprising if 
they did. 


Still, under such circumstances, the two of them, who had 
their lips on each other’s, could only stay faced to each 
other forever, as if time had stopped- 


Apparently, Ichigo Kugiyama’s life would continue to be 
tossed around by the difficult enemy that was his second 
first love, with whom he must never be united with. 





Afterword 


It’s nice to meet you, or maybe it’s been a while, my name 
is Kimura Kaito. 


This is my third novel to be published by GA Bunko, “You Are 
the Daughter of My First Love.” 


This is a complete change from my previous work, a 
romantic comedy based on the concept of a cheerful, fun, 
and lively story. In this story, | created a concept of pure 
love with a sense of immorality, in which two people who 
cannot be united by social standing, common sense, or 
ethical reasons are inexplicably drawn to each other. 


| hope you enjoyed it. 


The illustrator, Ichikawa Haru-sensei, has created a very 
attractive representation of Luna, the heroine of this work. 


Luna is shown in her school uniform, her casual clothes, her 
nightgown, and her part-time work clothes. 


She is seen smiling, enjoying herself, as an honor student, 
with a devilish look on her face, and with a sad look on her 
face. 


Luna is a very colorful heroine who shows many different 
forms and expressions as shown in the book. 


The illustrator succeeded in depicting her to the fullest 
extent. The finished product is so good that it makes me 


think that Luna really exists. 
| am filled with gratitude. 


Last but not least, I’d like to thank everyone who has helped 
me. 


| would like to thank the editor in charge, the editorial staff 
of GA Bunko, and the sales staff for their help in creating 
this work. 


Thank you Ichikawa Haru-sensei for the wonderful 
illustrations. 


To the proofreaders, printers, and bookstores throughout 
Japan. 


And to the readers who have picked up this work and are 
even reading through this page. 


Thank you very much from the bottom of my heart. 
| hope to see you again soon. 

Thank you for reading to the end. 

Author, 


Kimura Kaito, Winner of the Excellence Award at the 8th GA 
Bunko Grand Prix. 


| wrote this with the aim of creating a story of pure love that 
would sink into your heart, or that would sink in and 
wouldn’t easily escape. 


| hope you enjoyed it. 


Illustrator, 


Ichikawa Haru. 


| tried to pack a lot of my favorite things into this work. | like 
yellow ribbons and red hair. 


| hope to see you again in the next volume. 
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